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POET  AETHUE: 

THKEE  MONTHS  WITH  THE  BESIEGERS 

A   DIURNAL   OF  OCCURBENTS 

It  was  a  curious  remnant  of  the  contingent  of  the 
Fourth  Estate  that  had  for  so  many  months  worried  the 
civil  and  military  authorities  in  Tokio,  which  was  now 
dumped  down  with  its  baggage  on  the  quay  of  Dalny, 
this  sweltering  forenoon  of  August  4,  1904. 

We  were  ten  altogether.  Young  men  of  means  out 
for  the  fun  of  the  thing — some  looking  for  means  and 
out  for  any  newspaper  that  might  want  an  odd  war 
correspondent ;  two  expert  photographers,  and  the  legiti- 
mate representatives  of  the  *  Telegraph,'  '  Daily  Mail,' 
The  Associated  Press,  ■  The  Illustrated  London  News,' 
and  other  journals,  including  the  correspondent  of  the 
'San  Francisco  Chronicle,'  Kichard  Barry,  a  young 
Irish-American,  who  had  apparently  left  his  office  in 
such  a  hurry  to  catch  his  boat  that  he  had  brought  with 
him  nothing  but  a  change  of  linen  and  the  clothes  he 
stood  up  in.    He  was  minus  everything  necessary  to 
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campaigning,  with  the  exception  of  a  quick  brain  and  a 
good  digestion.  In  fact,  he  reminded  me  of  a  colleague 
who  left  London  for  one  of  the  Eastern  Soudan  Wars  in 
such  haste  that  he  had  only  time  to  call  at  the  chemist's, 
en  route  for  the  station,  for  a  tooth-brush  and  a  cake  of 
carbolic  soap ;  which  was  undoubtedly  a  lighter  outfit 
than  even  Barry's.  The  young  American  was,  however, 
as  modest  as  his  travelling  gear,  for  he  admitted  that 
he  understood  little  of  war,  had  never  been  to  Cuba  or 
the  Philippines,  and  knew  nothing  of  campaigning,  with 
the  exception  of  the  periodical  excitement  of  a  Presi- 
dential Election.  Here,  thought  I,  was  a  fresh  young 
mind  ready  to  be  impressed  with  the  dramatic  incidents 
of  war,  and  it  would  be  interesting  to  watch  what  he 
would  make  of  them. 

One  of  those  *  out  for  the  fun  of  the  thing '  young 
men  was  christened  by  me  *  Toss,'  for  it  was  a  question 
of  heads  or  tails  if  this  gentleman  would  ever  be 
permitted  to  reach  the  front.  He,  however,  was  one  of 
us,  and  rather  amusing  in  a  way,  for  he  was  always 
trying  to  impress  the  Japanese  officers  with  the  fact 
that  he  was  not  a  war  correspondent  but  a  gentleman  at 
large.  They  fully  believed  the  former  statement,  but 
never  took  him  seriously  regarding  the  latter.  In  spite 
of  the  fact  that  I  heard  him,  in  course  of  conversation 
with  one  of  them,  say : 

1  There's  my  card,  sir — the  Junior,  don't  you  know 
and  you  can  take  it  from  me,  as  an  officer  and  a  gentle- 
man, that  what  I  tell  you  is  correct.' 
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I  saw  the  Jap  officer  to  whom  this  was  addressed  a 
short  time  afterwards,  and  he  said  to  me : 

1  Now  I  can  understand  why  you,  in  your  country, 
say  u  an  officer  and  gentleman."  It  is  sometimes 
necessary  to  qualify  the  former  by  the  latter.' 

Mr.  Matzmura,  the  English  interpreter  to  the  Etape 
Headquarters  at  Dalny,  met  us  at  the  landing-stage, 
and  took  charge  of  us.  We  shouldered  all  the  lighter 
articles  of  baggage  and  followed  him  through  the  new 
Russian  town  to  the  Hotel  Dalny.  The  Russians  evi- 
dently intended  to  stay  in  Manchuria,  in  spite  of  their 
assertions  to  the  contrary ;  Dalny  is  one  of  the  proofs 
of  their  resolve.  There  was  no  finer  city  in  the  Far 
East,  for  its  size,  than  Dalny,  before  her  troubles  came 
upon  her.  Millions  of  roubles  must  have  been  spent 
on  her  harbour  works  alone.  Three  Japanese  trans- 
ports can  tie  up  on  either  side  of  her  spacious  quay  ; 
there  are  an  excellent  dockyard  and  storehouses ;  her 
streets  are  well  paved  and  broad,  and  many  are  lined 
with  trees ;  her  dwelling-houses  are  quaint  and  happy 
in  architectural  design,  built  with  red  brick  and  stone. 
There  are  an  opera  house,  music  hall,  and  cathedral. 
The  mayor's  residence  is  quite  palatial,  and  is  one  of 
the  few  public  buildings  not  destroyed  by  fire.  The 
Hotel  Dalny,  which  we  inhabited,  was  also  intact, 
but  stripped  of  every  comfort  by  the  Chinese  gentle- 
men freebooters,  who  occupied  the  city  during  the 
interval  between  the  outgoing  of  the  Russians  and  the 
incoming  of  the  Japanese.    The  reason  why  the  banditti 
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got  a  '  show  in '  at  Dalny  was  this.  When  the  position 
of  Nanshan  fell,  the  town  was  practically  uncovered,  and 
the  Russian  citizens  were  compelled  to  fly  to  Port 
Arthur ;  but  the  mayor  informed  the  people  that  they 
had  quite  four  and  twenty  hours  in  which  to  prepare 
for  flight,  as  it  would  be  impossible  for  the  enemy  to 
arrive  before  that  time.  Unfortunately,  on  the  very 
evening  of  the  taking  of  Nanshan,  an  adventurous  Jap 
sergeant  pressed  forward  alone  to  Dalny,  and,  arriving 
late  at  night,  went  from  house  to  house  in  the  Chinese 
quarter  spreading  the  news  that  a  big  force  would  be 
in  early  in  the  morning,  and  insisted  on  the  Celestials 
flying  the  Japanese  flag  over  their  houses,  which  was 
done.  When  daylight  came  the  Russians  saw,  to  their 
dismay,  that  there  were  many  rising  suns,  and  all  but 
one  dawning  in  the  wrong  direction.  Thinking  that 
the  Japanese  had  entered  the  town,  there  was  a  terrible 
panic.  They  immediately  packed  up  and  rushed  away 
for  protection  to  the  great  fortress.  On  seeing  this 
movement  on  the  part  of  the  Muscovites,  the  Hunghusa, 
who  were  secreted  in  the  town  and  outlying  villages, 
hurried  into  the  city  and  commenced  looting  and  firing 
the  Russian  quarter.  These  men  had  been  for  weeks 
waiting  this  possible  event ;  now  their  time  had  come, 
and,  judging  by  the  number  of  bottles  lying  empty  in 
the  courtyard  of  the  hotel,  they  must  have  had  a  very 
good  time  indeed.  For  the  thirty  odd  hours  they  were 
pillaging  the  city  they  made  the  hotel  their  headquarters. 
They  ripped  up  all  the  beds,  sofas  and  chairs,  in  their 
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search  for  hidden  treasure,  and  left  nothing  behind 
them  but  bare  iron  bedsteads  and  the  foul  matting  on 
which  they  had  slept  off  the  effects  of  their  dissipation. 
We  unfortunate  correspondents  had,  therefore,  to  camp 
out  in  the  empty  rooms,  and  we  were  soon  busy  trying 
to  make  the  place  habitable.  Rations  of  food  were  sent 
to  us  from  headquarters,  and  our  party  of  ten  was  soon 
split  up  into  messes.  Barry,  Ricarlton  (the  expert  photo- 
graphic artist),  and  myself,  received  bread,  potatoes,  and 
two  chickens.  Ricarlton  took  a  great  fancy  to  one  of 
the  birds,  and,  being  tender  of  heart,  would  not  have  it 
killed.  In  fact,  he  was  quite  a  Buddhist  in  many  ways, 
and  would  only  destroy  flies.  These  insects  I  have  seen 
him  vindictively  send,  with  his  unmailed  fist,  a  dozen 
at  a  time  without  warning,  to  the  shades  of  the  blue- 
bottle. But  he  spared  chickens,  and  this  special  bird 
had  already  learnt  to  perch  on  his  shoulder  and  peck 
bread  from  his  hand.  It  was  an  awkward  situation.  I 
took  no  delight  in  the  fowl's  winning  ways,  and  simply 
wanted  its  flesh,  and  Barry  was  of  the  same  mind. 
Ricarlton  at  last  proposed  a  compromise.  He  said  that 
he  would  take  no  share  of  the  bird  that  we  had  already 
doomed,  and  he  would  let  us  have  the  first  dozen  eggs 
that  his  chicken,  which  he  had  christened  'Kuroki,' 
in  honour  of  the  famous  Japanese  general,  should  happen 
to  lay.  We  agreed  to  this  arrangement,  but  it  was 
most  unsatisfactory,  for  although,  of  course,  I  feel 
certain  that  Ricarlton  was  no  party  to  the  deception,  the 
wretched  bird  turned  out  to  be  a  rooster. 
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Not  yet  having  a  servant  or  a  cook,  I  immediately 
looked  about  the  town  for  a  restaurant  of  some  kind 
where  I  could  have  our  ration  properly  prepared.  There 
was  no  such  place  in  the  Russian  quarter,  but  down  in 
the  native  part  of  the  city  were  several.  I  chanced  on 
one  in  the  principal  street — which  bore  a  Russian  name 
a  few  weeks  ago,  but  was  now  changed  to  'Kodama 
Avenue,'  in  honour  of  the  great  Japanese  Chief  of  the 
Staff.  It  was  a  quaint  little  one-story  building,  with 
two  side  rooms  leading  off  a  shop,  on  the  counter  of 
which  were  piled  cakes  of  bread  fresh  from  the  bakery, 
and  on  the  shelves  round  the  walls  was  a  most  curious 
assortment  of  liquors,  wines,  and  beers  of  all  brands 
and  nationalities.  It  must  have  been  the  loot  of  the 
banditti  that  they  were  unable  to  consume  before  the 
arrival  of  the  Japs,  for  the  Chinese  vendors  had  a  most 
hazy  notion  of  what  to  charge  for  it.  Champagne  of 
most  excellent  brands  was  offered  at  the  price  of  whisky, 
the  value  of  which  was  well  known  to  Dalny  shop- 
keepers, and  excellent  claret  could  be  purchased  for  two 
shillings  a  bottle.  By  the  gaudy  paper  on  the  walls, 
and  the  type  of  kerosine  lamp  hanging  from  the  ceiling, 
the  place  must  have  been  a  Russian  tea-shop  of  the 
lower  sort  before  the  advent  of  the  Japanese.  The 
Chinese  who  were  running  it  now  had  introduced  a  little 
Joss  altar  at  one  end  of  the  room,  and  on  this  were 
vases  of  paper  flowers  and  burning  coloured  candles  in 
honour  of  the  full  moon,  or  some  other  event.  Elaborate 
screens,  on  which  rampant  dragons  figured  in  gold  on 
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fields  of  blue  and  red  silk,  walled  the  tables  into  tempo- 
rary cabinets,  where  one  could  sit  in  comparative  privacy. 

As  I  walked  in,  the  proprietor  and  his  servants  showed 
evident  pleasure  at  the  coming  of  the  European.  The 
place  seemed  well  patronised  by  Japanese  officers  and 
non-commissioned  men,  who  were  much  interested  in 
reading  the  inscription  in  red  velvet  pasted  on  the  white 
badge  on  my  arm,  which  stated  my  paper  and  nationality. 
I  handed  over  our  ration  to  the  cook,  and  in  a  very 
short  period  mutton  cutlets  were  placed  before  me. 
What  had  they  done  with  the  chicken?  I  wondered. 
Probably  that  would  be  the  next  course.  The  next  dish 
was  a  tomato  stew.  I  hunted  around  for  the  fowl,  but 
there  was  no  sign  of  a  bird  about  it.  Anyway,  it  was 
so  good  that  I  came  to  the  conclusion  that  I  would  let 
the  matter  of  my  ration  drop.  After  all,  probably  they 
were  reserving  it  as  a  bomie-bouche.  But  the  next  item 
was  a  sweet  omelette ;  there  was  nothing  of  a  chicken 
about  this,  unless  my  bird  had  gone  back  on  me  and 
had  laid  an  egg.  The  happy  finale  to  the  repast  was 
that  the  landlord  only  charged  me  for  cooking  the  fowl. 
I  asked  no  question  :  I  was  in  China-town,  and  the  ways 
of  the  heathen  Chinee  are  proverbially  peculiar. 

I  always  look  on  that  chicken  as  a  *  good  luck  bird,' 
for  it  was  the  means  of  introducing  to  me  the  very  best  of 
all  the  servants  I  have  ever  employed  in  the  course  of  my 
campaigning  career.  Flies  are  plentiful  everywhere  in 
summer  in  Dalny,  but  in  restaurants  they  are  excessively 
progressive.    A  Chinese  boy  standing  by  my  side  with 
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a  fan  had,  in  a  most  dexterous  manner,  kept  these 
villainous  pests  from  devouring  the  food  before  it  reached 
my  mouth,  and  then  he  most  unobtrusively  prevented 
them  from  waiting  on  my  nose  to  raid  the  next  approach- 
ing mouthful.  He  was  a  clean,  smart  lad,  and  I  noticed 
that  he  had  a  piece  of  paper  for  a  pocket-handkerchief 
instead  of  the  make-shift  custom  most  Chinamen  indulge 
in  of  using  the  floor.  His  pig- tail  he  had  evidently 
great  pride  in.  It  was  jet  black,  glossy  to  a  super- 
lative degree,  and  did  not  leave  a  dark  streak  of  grease 
down  the  middle  of  his  back.  His  features  were  gentle 
and  kind,  and  unlike  the  pronounced  Mongol  type.  I 
was  much  impressed  with  the  boy.  Probably  he  was 
also  taking  stock  of  me,  for  the  next  morning  I  met  his 
brother,  the  restaurant-keeper,  who  wanted  to  know  if  I 
required  a  servant,  for  he  knew  of  a  good  and  willing 
lad.  'Send  him  along,'  said  I;  and  shortly  the  boy 
who  had  waited  on  me  the  night  before  turned  up. 

1  What's  your  name  ? ' 

1  Cho-san,'  said  he. 

'  Well  chosen,'  whispered  a  voice  within  me.  So  I 
decided  to  engage  the  lad  at  once.  The  first  thing  my 
new  servant  took  charge  of  was  my  room.  When  he 
entered  he  said,  in  his  characteristic  way  : 

'  Chinese  brigand  allsame  no  good ;  master  you  go 
away,  Chosan  savey,  all-littee  makee.' 

And  it  was  so,  for  when  I  returned  the  room  was 
transformed  into  a  decent,  habitable  place ;  the  vermin- 
covered   mats  were   thrown  into  the   court-yard,   the 
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floor  cleaned;  a  mosquito-curtain  rigged  up,  by  some 
acrobatic  performance,  over  my  valise;  a  rag,  of 
sorts,  shut  out  the  scorching  morning  sun  from 
blistering  and  baking  everything  he  touched,  and  the 
wreck  of  the  wardrobe  was  improvised  as  a  store-room. 
Barry,  who  had  agreed  to  share  his  services,  was  just 
as  well  pleased  with  the  boy  as  I.  We  arranged  that 
he  should  come  to  us  early  each  morning  and  return  to 
the  restaurant  to  help  his  brother  at  the  mid-day  meal, 
and  to  serve  us  in  this  way  till  the  time  came  for  a 
move  to  the  front,  when  we  would  give  him  the  option 
to  stay  with  us  or  not. 

We  had  been  there  several  days ;  and  one  morning, 
much  to  our  disgust,  learnt  that  at  General  Nogi's  head- 
quarters they  officially  knew  nothing  about  us.  The 
Tokio  people  had  evidently  sent  us  to  be  dumped  down 
in  Dalny  and  there  to  vegetate  till  further  orders. 
Meanwhile,  the  authorities  here  had  done  all  they 
could  to  break  the  terrible  monotony  of  waiting.  We 
were  taken  across  the  Bay  to  Lushitan,  thence  to 
Kinchow,  passing  over  the  famous  battle-field  of 
Nanshan.  I  remembered  Kinchow  when,  from  its  old 
picturesque  walls,  General  Oyama  commenced  his 
famous  march  on  Port  Arthur  ten  years  ago. 

It  is  a  wonderfully  fertile  district,  this  province  of 
Kinchow.  And  it  is  a  well-known  fact  that  the  Russians 
intended  to  come  to  stay  ;  that,  though  they  have  only 
been  granted  a  twenty-five  years'  lease  from  China,  they 
felt  so  certain  of  a  renewal  that  contracts  have  been 
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signed  leasing  agricultural  land  in  Kinchow  to  Russian 
settlers  for  ninety-nine  years. 

I  slept  at  night  in  the  old,  walled  city,  and  explored 
the  battle-ground  thoroughly  the  next  morning.  It  was 
a  huge  hog's  back,  with  an  inverted  spine,  standing  out 
of  the  plain ;  the  base  and  undulations  of  the  back 
being  deeply  entrenched  and  interwoven  with  wire 
entanglements.  No  position  could  possibly  be  stronger, 
if  the  Port  of  Dalny  had  remained  in  the  hands  of  the 
Russians ;  but,  that  threatened,  the  raison  d'etre  of 
Nanshan  was  gone. 

On  our  journey  back  to  Lushitan  a  tropical  down- 
pour struck  us,  and  we  arrived  in  the  little  sea-port 
absolutely  drenched  to  the  skin.  Unfortunately,  two 
enthusiastic  brethren  of  our  party  started  on  ahead  from 
the  main  body,  which  was  with  the  interpreter,  and 
reached  the  town  an  hour  before  us.  They  were 
reported,  when  we  arrived,  as  having  been  seen  taking 
snap-shots  with  their  cameras,  which  at  that  time  was 
absolutely  forbidden.  The  result  was  that  we  were  all 
held  prisoners  in  the  empty  hospital,  or  quarantine 
building  of  the  port,  till  the  matter  of  the  photographs 
was  thoroughly  investigated.  The  place  was  bare  of 
everything  but  a  few  chairs  and  tables.  We  were  all 
wet  to  the  skin,  and  miserable  at  the  idea  of  sleeping  on 
the  floor  or  furniture,  while  our  campaigning  kits  were 
snugly  arranged  and  our  servants  waiting  for  us  across 
the  bay.  Luckily  for  me,  David  James,  the  amiable 
correspondent  of  the  *  Daily  Telegraph,'  lent  me  a  dry 
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*  kimino '  while  I  stripped  and  dried  my  clothes  in  the  sun 
in  the  yard.  The  commandant  was  good  enough  to  send 
us  some  beer  and  rations  of  biscuits,  and,  as  we  managed 
to  secure  a  few  eggs,  we  made  ourselves  fairly  comfort- 
able. As  the  night  was  warm  I  required  no  covering, 
and  the  blanket  I  carried  I  could  lie  on  and  somewhat 
soften  the  hardness  of  the  couple  of  tables  I  requisitioned 
for  a  couch. 

However,  this  little  incident  rather  spoilt  our  person- 
ally-conducted tour  to  Nanshan  and  its  neighbourhood  ; 
and  those  of  us  who  seriously  thought  the  matter  over 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  our  ultimate  chance  of 
getting  to  the  front  would  be  a  poor  one  if  some  of  our 
colleagues  did  not  stick  to  the  rules  of  the  game.  These 
gay  young  cavaliers  of  our  party,  who  came  out  to  see 
the  fun,  with  the  sole  object  of  returning  home  to  buck 
around  the  clubs,  or  to  tell  of  their  valorous  war-corre- 
sponding when  '  lying  '  at  their  fair  ladies'  feet,  were  a 
nuisance.  It  is  unpleasant  to  contemplate  the  number 
of  brilliant  young  American  and  English  journalists  who 
might  have  given  the  public  something  of  historical 
value  in  chronicling  the  stirring  events  of  this  war,  but 
who  have  been  kept  back  by  young  men  who  offered 
their  services  for  nothing,  were  worth  nothing,  and  did 
nothing — but  the  wrong  thing. 

On  the  afternoon  of  the  following  day  we  were 
allowed  to  cross  the  bay  and  return  to  the  hotel  once 
more.  That  evening  a  terrific  gun  fire  took  place  in 
the  direction  of   Port  Arthur,  and  the  whole   south- 
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eastern  horizon,  as  darkness  set  in,  was  ablaze  with 
searchlights  and  bursting  shells  of  a  kind  I  had  never 
seen  before,  which  we  found  afterwards  to  be  the  famous 
star  bombs  used  by  the  Russians  in  the  defence  of  the 
great  fortress.  Our  interpreter  told  us  that  yesterday 
(the  17th)  a  flag  of  truce  was  taken  into  Port  Arthur  by 
Major  Yamaoko,  with  a  message  from  the  Mikado  to 
General  Stossel  offering  safe-conduct  for  women  and 
children  and  non-belligerents  to  leave  the  fortress 
before  the  general  bombardment.  The  gist  of  Stossel's 
reply  was:  That  four-and-twenty  hours  (the  time 
allotted)  would  not  be  enough  in  which  to  collect  the 
people.  The  Japs  were  much  disappointed  at  this 
answer,  for  they  had  made  great  preparations  to  feed 
and  make  the  refugees  comfortable  en  route  to  Dalny. 


August  19, 1904. — According  to  information  received 
by  us  late  last  night  we  are  to  meet  General  Baron  Nogi 
to-day  at  his  headquarters  in  the  village  of  Sodiako, 
and  then  we  may  assume  that  we  are  practically  at  the 
front. 

I  note  this  welcome  news  down  at  dawn  of  this 
day  of  August  19, 1904,  as  I  intend  from  this  morning  to 
keep  a  '  Diurnal  of  Occurrents '  of  what  takes  place  before 
Port  Arthur ;  for,  possibly,  no  war  correspondent  will  be 
permitted  by  the  military  authorities  to  enlighten  the 
public  of  the  doings  of  the  3rd  Imperial  Japanese  Army 
in  the  field  till  after  the  fall  of  the  great  fortress. 


THE    MIKADO'S    MESSAGE    TO    GENERAL    STOSSEL 
The  arrival  of  Major  Yamaoko  and  the  flag  of  truce  before  Port  Arthur 
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The  sun  is  just  peeping  above  the  horizon  as  we  ten 
war  representatives  of  the  Fourth  Estate  leave  Eijoshi 
on  foot  for  the  headquarters  of  the  besieging  army  at 
Sodiako.  On  arriving  about  9  a.m.  we  are  at  once  taken 
to  Baron  Nogi,  who  receives  us  most  warmly  in  the 
court-yard  of  the  temporary  residence  of  himself  and 
staff,  the  house  of  a  wealthy  Chinese  merchant  of  the 
district. 

The  famous  soldier  I  find  to  be  about  sixty  years  of 
age,  and  in  stature  above  the  average  height  of  his 
fellow  countrymen.  His  figure  is  square,  upright,  and 
lithe,  and  his  remarkable,  pleasant  face  wears  an  iron- 
grey,  close-cropped  beard  and  moustache.  As  we  are 
marshalled  in  a  semicircle  before  him  his  quick,  search- 
ing eyes  seem  to  sum  up  our  little  contingent  in  a  flash. 

1  Gentlemen ! '  he  says,  '  many  of  you  have  come 
twelve  thousand,  and  others  six  thousand,  miles,  to  do 
our  country  the  honour  of  chronicling  the  deeds  of  her 
armies  in  the  field.  I  admire  your  pluck  and  enter- 
prise. You  have,  unfortunately,  been  compelled  to  wait 
many  months  for  the  time  when  the  War  Office  could 
permit  you  to  proceed.  You  have  at  last  arrived  here, 
and  I  welcome  you,  and  I  promise  that  you  shall  see, 
without  reserve,  all  the  preparations  of  my  army  before 
Port  Arthur.  Don't  run  into  danger,  and  be  careful  of 
your  health,  for  there  is  much  sickness  about.  If  any 
of  you  should  feel  at  any  time  at  all  unwell  report  your- 
selves at  once  to  the  headquarters  hospital,  and  my 
surgeons  will  give  you  every  attention.' 
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The  General  then  excuses  himself,  telling  us  that, 
owing  to  military  exigences,  he  cannot  see  us  again  for 
the  next  three  days  ;  and  he  shakes  us  each  heartily  by 
the  hand. 

We  are  all  much  pleased,  and  very  happy  at  this 
genial  treatment,  and  are  even  more  delighted  when  our 
interpreter,  Major  Yamaguchi,  informs  us  that  we  can 
leave  for  the  front  at  once. 

Our  baggage  has  not  yet  arrived  from  Eijoshi,  and 
we  have,  therefore,  to  start  for  the  battle-ground  ill- 
provided  with  food.  Luckily  my  water  bottle  is  well 
filled,  so  I  do  not  much  mind.  It  is  a  trying  eight-mile 
walk,  under  a  scorching  sun,  over  a  weary  plain 
relieved  here  and  there  by  patches  of  young  green  corn. 
The  roads  are  heavy,  for  the  recent  almost  tropical 
rains  have  made  the  rich  brown  soil  a  thick  unctuous 
paste,  and  where  the  incessant  passing  of  the  transport 
carts  has  churned  it  into  quagmires  we  sink  into 
pockets  from  two  to  three  feet  deep. 

On  nearing  our  objective,  the  ridge  of  hills  shutting 
in  the  Suichi  Valley,  we  come  across  a  contingent  of 
some  hundred  and  fifty  blue-jackets  dragging  a  4*7  gun. 
There  is  no  time  to  wait  for  the  roads  to  harden  :  that 
gun  has  to  be  there,  for  it  is  the  last  to  make  up  the 
complement  of  the  naval  battery  that  is  to  assist  in  the 
coming  bombardment.  It  is  terribly  hard  work  tugging 
at  this  two  tons  of  steel.  The  men  strain  and  sweat  in 
the  noonday  heat,  trying  to  keep  their  foothold  in  the 
slippery  mire,  and,  at  times,   the   task  seems  nearly 
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impossible,  as  this  huge  gun  sinks  almost  out  of  sight 
in  the  deep  ruts  in  the  road.  But  it  is  in  position  and 
ready  to  shoot  before  sundown. 

1  Where  do  we  go  now,  Major  ? '  I  inquire  of 
Yamaguchi,  as  we  arrive  at  the  foot-hills.  He  points  to 
the  highest  peak  of  the  range. 

1  There,  that  is  Ho-o-shan ;  we  climb  that  and  then  we 
shall  get  a  splendid  view  from  its  craggy  heights.' 

We  are  all  fairly  tired  when  we  reach  the  base  of  the 
mountain,  but  presently  the  sound  of  cannon  freshens 
us  up,  and  some  of  those  '  out  for  the  fun  of  the  thing,' 
commence  climbing  with  surprising  energy.  I  know  the 
old,  familiar  sound  will  continue,  so  I  take  it  fairly  easy 
till  near  the  summit,  when  the  climb  becomes  almost 
perpendicular.  The  fire  of  the  guns  is  increasing,  the 
*  interesting  beyond  '  is  still  shut  out  from  me,  for  there 
is  yet  a  wall  of  rock  to  negotiate.  I  scale  the  ridge  and 
lie  panting  on  a  rocky  slab.  Suddenly,  two  of  the  ■  out 
for  the  fun '  young  gentlemen  come  bounding  by,  and 
one  of  them,  the  Toss,  nearly  breaks  his  neck  over  the 
rock  in  my  front.  A  shell  has  burst  a  hundred  yards 
away,  but  the  Toss,  who  is  much  excited,  tells  me  what  to 
do,  and  what  is  the  best  cover  to  take  under  the  circum- 
stances, and  many  other  things  relative  to  heroic  be- 
haviour in  the  field.  I  am  always  afraid  of  the  close 
proximity  of  the  Toss,  because  he  carries  a  loaded  re- 
volver ;  and  I  also  know  the  ominous  fact  that  he  and 
his  stall  companion  have  made  their  wills,  for  the  Press 
Censor  told  me  one  day  in  surprise,  that  he  did  not  think 
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it  was  legitimate  business  for  him  to  wade  through 
the  wills  of  war  correspondents  and  interpret  the  same 
to  the  Staff.  When  I  inform  him  of  the  dangerous 
weapon  Toss  carries,  the  Censor  thinks  seriously  of 
insuring  his  life,  if  any  company  will  take  such  risks. 

The  sight  I  see  from  my  point  of  vantage  certainly 
repays  me  for  all  my  toil.  Spread  out  in  my  immediate 
front  lies  the  whole  panorama  of  Port  Arthur  and  its  out- 
lying defences,  a  ten-mile  stretch  from  sea  to  sea.  The 
scene  at  first  is  one  of  almost  bewildering  beauty,  seem- 
ingly the  fairest  and  gentlest  of  landscapes,  composed  of 
verdant  hills  and  golden  valleys,  rich  with  ripening  corn 
and  millet.  Hamlets  nestle  in  the  folds  of  the  yellow 
fields,  stately  willows  dapple  the  silver  streams  with 
purple  shadows,  and,  between  the  gaps  in  the  hills,  peeps 
the  cobalt  blue  of  the  ocean.  But  for  the  dull  grey 
battleships  of  Togo's  blockading  squadron,  lying  in  grim 
rigid  lines  on  the  horizon,  the  scene  suggests  peace 
and  plenty  rather  than  the  pinch  of  hunger  and 
cruel  war.  The  roofs  of  Port  Arthur  town  glisten  in 
the  noontide  heat  from  a  cleft  in  the  chain  of  hills. 
Silent  and  peaceful  the  houses  lie  fringing  the  waters  of 
the  harbour,  as  if  no  sound,  not  even  the  blast  of  cannon 
at  her  gates,  could  disturb  the  afternoon  siesta  of  her 
inhabitants.  Behind  the  city,  piled  up  in  a  confusion  of 
grey  and  purple  rocky  peaks,  stands  out  the  mountainous 
promontory  of  Laotieshan,  and,  beyond  that  again,  the 
ocean. 

However,  the  apparently  peaceful  slopes  in  our  front 
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on  closer  inspection  change  their  aspect,  for  their  grassy 
undulations  are  lined  with  freshly-turned  red  earth,  and 
their  summits  are  broken  by  rectangular  walls,  scarps,  and 
fosses.  Then  I  quickly  realise  that  those  hills,  clothed 
in  the  gentle  garb  of  green  and  purple,  are  lined  with 
deadly  trenches  teeming  with  armed  men  ;  and,  as  I  look, 
the  peaceful  glory  of  the  scene  passes  and  the  sullen 
voice  of  cannon  begins  to  transform  the  smiling  paradise 
into  a  ghastly  inferno. 

All  the  permanent  forts  that  top  the  hills  in  front  of 
us,  skirting  the  valley  from  sea  to  sea,  have  smaller 
redoubts  wedged  in  between  them,  some  fifty  in  all,  and 
the  majority  of  them  are  connected  by  covered  ways  : 
the  whole,  apparently,  forming  a  double  line  of  impreg- 
nable works  that,  if  held  by  a  strong  garrison,  might, 
even  on  meagre  rations,  keep  a  besieging  army  at  bay 
for  months,  and,  if  the  men  were  well  fed,  for  years. 
Behind  these  formidable  lines,  standing  out  in  a 
yellow  blaze  of  sunlight  against  the  blue  background 
of  the  waters,  is  the  famous  sea  fortress  of  the  Golden 
Mount. 

I  wonder  if  that  is  the  reason  of  its  name,  because  of 
that  yellow  effect  ? 

1  You're  always  lugging  in  some  of  your  local  colour, 
Villiers,'  chimes  in  a  brother  correspondent ;  ■  it  looks 
to  me  the  hue  of  a  mangy-backed  mule.'  But  the 
bursting  of  a  shell  in  our  immediate  front  stops  short 
his  comments,  and  from  the  golden  fort  a  column  of 
white  smoke  rises  into  the  air. 
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*  There,'  I  cry,  *  is  the  proper  answer  to  your  vulgar 
simile.' 

However,  the  10-inch  shell  is  not  meant  for  us,  but 
for  the  battery  of  howitzers  on  the  foot-hills  below.  In 
fact,  the  whole  stretch  of  hills  skirting  our  side  of  the 
Suichi  Valley  is  bristling  with  guns — 6-inch  naval ; 
4*7's  ;  howitzers  and  field-guns,  to  the  number  of  some 
three  hundred,  and  all  these,  so  we  are  informed,  are  to 
loosen  their  tongues  in  a  general  bombardment  directly 
that  naval  gun  which  we  saw  being  dragged  through 
the  mire  arrives  in  position. 

It  is  late  in  the  afternoon  when  we  leave  Ho-o-shan 
and  descend  to  the  plain  below  to  commence  our  weary 
march  back  to  Sodiako.  We  are  dog-tired  on  arriving 
at  the  village,  having  walked  some  five-and-twenty  miles, 
and  some  of  us  with  little  else  to  eat  but  chocolate  and 
biscuit. 

August  20. — Fine,  bright,  sunny  morning,  but 
almost  insufferably  hot  directly  the  sun  comes  up.  This 
is  the  day  of  the  great  bombardment  previous  to  the 
infantry  attack.  I  succeed  in  hiring  a  donkey,  a  sturdy 
little  brute,  but  rather  short — so  short,  that  if  I 
straighten  my  legs  I  can  make  a  sort  of  hobby-horse 
of  him,  for  my  feet  touch  the  ground.  This  I  find  to  be 
a  great  advantage,  especially  as  I  carry  an  alpine-stock 
which  I  use  in  going  up  the  hills  as  a  kind  of  punt  pole, 
and  with  which  I  can  considerably  assist  the  poor  little 
brute  in  his  movements.  The  firing  has  already  com- 
menced as  we  reach  our  point  of  vantage  on  Ho-o-shan. 
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'  Major,  what  are  those  forts  we  are  dropping  shells 
on  just  now  ?  '  I  inquire  of  Yamaguchi. 

1  They  are  the  East  and  West  Ban-u-san.  The  large 
fort  to  the  right,'  he  continues,  *  is  Niroshan  ;  those  forts 
below  it  in  the  valley  are  the  Kuropatkin  forts,  and  then 
comes  the  gap  leading  into  Port  Arthur  town.  To  the 
right  of  the  gap  is  Pine  Tree  Hill,  and  further  to  its 
right  is  Idzushan,  or  the  chair.' 

*  Why,  yes,  Major,  I  remember  that  fort  well ;  it  was 
the  key  to  the  whole  position  in  your  war  with  the 
Chinese,  ten  years  ago.  Nichi  assaulted  it  with  his 
brigade  at  dawn,  and  Port  Arthur  was  practically  captured 
before  noon.  Ah,  it  will  not  be  such  an  easy-chair  to 
take  this  time  ! ' 

*  You  are  right,'  continues  Yamaguchi ;  who  does  not 
seem  to  see  my  attempt  at  a  joke.  '  Port  Arthur  is  ten 
times  as  strong  as  it  was  in  those  clays.' 

There  is  no  further  inclination  for  us  to  talk,  for  the 
mighty  throats  of  the  cannon  are  now  in  full  voice,  and 
the  ramparts,  scarps,  counterscarps,  and  trenches  of  the 
forts  in  front  of  us  are  being  tossed  about  into  shapeless 
masses  by  the  bursting  of  the  Japanese  shells.  We  seem 
to  have  it  all  our  own  way.  Whether  the  Bussian 
gunners  are  paralysed  on  seeing  the  enormity  of  the 
damage  done  to  their  forts,  one  cannot  tell ;  but  never  a 
shot  is  fired  in  return.  The  hard  regular  lines  of  the 
Bussian  works  are  knocked  out  of  all  form.  East  and 
West  Ban-u-san  lose  their  shape  entirely,  and  are  pounded 
into  meaningless   masses  of  earth  and  stone.     So  the 
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day  wears  on,  till  the  sun  dips  below  the  waters  of 
Louisa  Bay,  and  we  tramp  back  again  to  Sodiako.  At 
the  foot  of  Ho-o-shan,  and  on  the  shoulders  of  the 
hills  far  to  our  right,  the  Japanese  brigades  are  waiting, 
ready  for  the  ghastly  fray  that  is  to  come.  The  men 
stand  to  their  arms  in  the  ruddy  afterglow  of  the  sun, 
their  bright,  cheery  faces  full  of  expectancy,  and  eager 
for  the  word  '  Forward.'  There  is  not  a  face  among  the 
thousands  that  we  pass  that  does  not  show  a  determined 
intention  on  the  part  of  the  man  who  owns  it  to  be  a 
factor  in  taking  those  forts — or  to  die.  I  never  saw  a 
finer  spirit  displayed  by  fighting  men  in  the  whole 
course  of  my  campaigning  career  than  by  the  Japanese 
army  this  day  confronting  these  terrible  fortifications  at 
Port  Arthur. 

We  have  hardly  settled  down  after  our  long 
weary  tramp,  and  got  our  kettles  boiling,  when  Goto, 
one  of  our  interpreters,  comes  in,  much  excited,  and 


'Gentlemen,  I  have  orders  to  take  you  back  to 
Ho-o-shan  at  once.  We  must  get  to  the  mountain 
before  four  o'clock  to-morrow  morning,  for  our  attempt 
to  take  Port  Arthur  commences  at  that  hour.' 

Though  longing  for  our  well-earned  rest,  not  a  man 
of  our  little  crowd  hesitates  for  a  moment  to  face  the 
long  march  again;  some  even  dance  and  sing  for 
very  joy  at  the  prospect  of  seeing  something  of  what 
the  Japanese  infantry  can  do,  for  which  we  have 
been    so    long    waiting    at    the    base    of    operations. 
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Good  General  Nogi,  sympathising  with  the  considerable 
tramp  that  we  have  already  made  to-day,  permits  us 
to  requisition  Manchurian  carts,  in  which  we  bundle 
our  blankets  and  what  provisions  we  can  scrape 
together  at  the  moment ;  and  towards  midnight  we  start 
once  more  for  our  mountain.  The  night  is  pitch  dark, 
and  the  roads  heavy,  and  these  carts  so  abominable  that 
most  of  us  feel  inclined  to  get  out  and  tramp  by  the  side 
of  our  baggage,  but  that  there  is  a  chance  that  we 
might  break  our  necks  stumbling  over  the  deep  ruts  on 
the  way.  For  two  hours  we  miss  the  right  road,  and 
wander  miles  out  of  our  course,  till,  just  before  dawn,  the 
dark  peak  of  our  mountain  gives  us  our  bearings,  and 
we  at  last  scramble  up  its  craggy  heights  to  our 
position. 

August  21. — Fighting  had  already  commenced  under 
the  fitful  light  of  the  enemy's  star  bombs,  or  rockets, 
long  before  the  sun  had  cast  its  first  rays  above  the 
eastern  hills  ;  the  Eussian  guns  have  at  last  given  tongue, 
for  they  are  pounding  away  at  the  approaches  of  the 
Ban-u-san  forts,  whose  glacis  now  seems  to  be  their 
only  target ;  and  scattered  over  its  slopes  are  hundreds 
of  huddled  little  figures  who  but  a  short  hour  ago  had 
faced  its  trenches  with  such  high  hope.  The  fields 
below  us  are  being  ploughed  up  by  Kussian  shells. 
Lines  of  khaki-coloured  men  now  press  forward  across 
the  valley,  through  the  tall  stalks  of  maize  and  corn  that 
are  being  cut  and  scattered  by  the  terrible  concentrated 
shrapnel  fire  of  the  Eussians.    At  the  foot  of  either 
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glacis  of  the  objective  forts  are  deep  furrows,  or  dongas, 
in  the  rich  alluvial  soil  of  the  Suichi  Valley.  These 
give  considerable  cover  to  the  besiegers,  if  only  they  can 
live  through  the  storm  of  shot  and  shell  ever  tearing  up 
the  earth  in  front  of  them.  Through  the  fields  of 
towering  maize,  whose  kindly  shelter  hides  them  for  a 
moment,  over  bare  open  acres  whose  heavy  soil,  spurt- 
ing up  in  dense  brown  clouds,  as  shell  after  shell 
burrows  and  explodes  in  the  soft  loamy  earth,  blots  them 
out  for  an  instant,  the  sturdy  little  men  of  Colonel 
Ouchi's  regiment  struggle  onward  towards  the  shelter  of 
the  broken  land  at  the  base  of  the  forts.  Followed  and 
dogged  every  yard  of  the  way  by  Russian  shrapnel,  at 
last  a  few  gain  the  deep  furrows  and  throw  themselves 
down.  From  the  shadow  of  the  donga  a  flag  waves,  the 
red  centre  standing  out  clearly  as  the  sun  catches  it  for  a 
moment.  A  '  Banzai '  rings  across  the  fields  from  the 
throats  of  the  little  men  still  forging  their  way  through 
this  living  hell  of  fire,  while  their  grim,  determined 
faces  intuitively  turn  toward  their  beloved  flag.  It 
seems  hours  before  a  sufficient  number  collect  on  this 
rallying  point  in  the  donga,  but  it  is  only  a  question  of 
minutes  by  my  watch.  Russian  shrapnel  snap  and 
crackle  above  the  heads  of  the  rallying  Japs  in  the 
fissure,  but  casualties  here  are  few :  the  ghastly  paths 
leading  to  it  are  strewn  with  the  little  heaps  of  prone 
humanity  only  a  shade  lighter  in  their  khaki  than  the 
mother  earth  they  embrace. 

The  fort  towering  above  them  looks  an  utter  wreck 
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already,  a  grim,  ugly-looking,  shapeless  mass  of  clay, 
pitted  with  countless  shell-holes,  torn  and  scarred  by 
Jap  shrapnel  and  shell.  Its  outer  trenches  are  hardly 
discernible  in  the  ruin  of  the  once  smooth  glacis.  There 
is  little  sign  of  life  within  the  fort ;  in  fact,  it  seems 
impossible  that  any  living  being  can  exist  under  the 
terrible  shelling  it  has  received  by  the  Japs  yesterday 
and  this  morning.  Some  of  us  look  on  the  grim  heap 
of  ruins  and  say  to  one  another :  '  There  is  no  one 
living  there.' 

I  thought  of  the  77  campaign  in  Bulgaria,  when 
the  Bussians,  advancing  against  the  Gravitza  redoubt, 
said  the  same  thing.  General  Kriidner  had  pounded 
away  with  all  his  guns  for  several  hours,  and  had 
knocked  the  outer  works  shapeless  till  he  thought 
there  was  no  sign  of  life  within  its  ramparts,  and  the 
Bussian  infantry  leaped  forward  towards  their  goal 
thinking  it  would  be  an  easy  prey ;  but  the  enemy  was 
still  there,  as  the  Bussians  found  to  their  cost  that 
day. 

Ah  !  There  is  the  flutter  of  a  regimental  flag  in  the 
donga,  it  leaps  up  out  of  the  trench,  and  by  its  side  is  an 
officer  with  drawn  sword.  He  waves  his  weapon  high  in 
the  air,  and  his  men  swarm  like  bees  around  him  as  they 
hurry  up  out  of  the  trench.  It  is  the  gallant  Ouchi  him- 
self, leading  the  third  battalion  of  his  famous  regiment, 
and  he  fiercely  charges  the  position.  He  has  asked  for 
reinforcements,  and  is  told  that  he  can  have  no  more 
men,  but  he  must  capture  the  fort.    Knowing  that  the 


24  PORT  ARTHUR 

enterprise  is  hopeless,  he  is  the  first  to  take  all  risks. 
For  a  short  time  he  is  distinctly  seen  brandishing  his 
sword  in  front  of  his  men.  Then,  riddled  with  bullets,  he 
falls  ;  his  brave  standard-bearer,  Captain  Takabata,  who 
has  more  than  twenty  wounds,  is  lying  in  the  folds  of 
the  flag  but  a  few  yards  from  his  Colonel.  The  banner 
is  caught  up  once  more,  and  away  it  goes,  upward 
toward  the  wire  entanglements,  which  have  already  been 
broken  in  places  by  a  forlorn  hope  of  gallant  engineers 
(who  destroyed  the  props  of  the  wire  by  thrusting  explo- 
sives at  the  end  of  long  bamboo  poles  against  them),  their 
dead  bodies — proving  the  terrible  nature  of  their  task — 
lying  stark  in  the  meshes  of  the  wire.  Still  up,  up 
through  the  gaps  in  the  entanglement,  hurry  the  heroic 
few,  for  one  third  of  those  who  have  left  the  donga  are 
writhing  in  their  last  agonies.  Still  forward  they  spring, 
this  little  band  of  heroes ;  but  there  is  no  banner  to 
follow.  It  is  down  again  in  the  stiffened  grasp  of 
its  bearer  lying  far  in  the  rear.  The  men  care  little 
now,  for  their  numbers  are  thinning  terribly.  The 
death-dealing  machine-guns  of  the  Russians  in  the 
casemates  of  the  fort  are  playing  ghastly  havoc — such 
havoc  that  only  a  score  or  more  of  Ouchi's  battalions 
reach  the  first  ditch  of  the  trench,  when  they  throw 
themselves  panting  into  the  grateful  cover  of  the  pits 
their  own  artillery  have  torn ;  there  they  lie  gasping, 
the  remnant  of  that  dashing  regiment,  black  with  sweat 
and  dust,  bullet-torn,  bedraggled,  and  waiting  for  the 
supports  that  seem  never  to  be  pushed  forward. 
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How  is  it  more  of  those  below  don't  follow  ?  Are  these 
all  the  men  that  a  moment  ago  reached  the  shadow  of 
the  donga  ?  Have  no  more  succeeded  in  crossing  that 
shell-torn  valley  ?  It  seems  so,  for  there  they  lie,  these 
few  units  amidst  their  dead  and  dying  comrades,  and  no 
succour  at  hand.  Once  more  the  khaki  figures  swarm 
the  valley,  for  Ichinobe  orders  the  Orishita  regiment  to 
the  support  of  the  gallant  few  on  Ban-u-san,  while 
a  battalion,  under  Major  Yamamoto,  of  the  right  wing, 
attempts  to  engage  the  enemy's  right.  The  columns 
struggle  through  the  ghastly  shrapnel  fire  and  into  the 
deadly  zone  of  the  everlasting  machine-gun,  and,  shat- 
tered and  broken,  reach  the  base  of  Ban-u-san.  But  a 
mere  handful  only  springs  up  on  to  the  glacis,  and  this 
gradually  withers  away  to  a  few  who  will  not  retire, 
but  throw  themselves  into  the  friendly  shell-pits,  for  it 
is  impossible  to  face  the  fierce  fire  of  the  Russian 
sharpshooters  lying  under  cover  of  the  parapet  of  the 
fort.  The  heat  is  intense,  and  at  midday  almost  un- 
bearable even  for  us,  motionless  on  the  mountain. 
What  those  little  men  in  khaki  must  suffer,  toiling 
across  that  ghastly  valley  and  up  the  sun-beaten  glacis 
without  enough  water  to  even  moisten  their  lips,  and 
nauseated  by  the  sour  atmosphere  of  the  dead,  is  incon- 
ceivable. 

The  friendly  shades  of  night  close  over  valley  and 
mountain,  but  with  it  comes  no  rest  to  the  belligerents 
The  fighting,  which  has  not  ceased  for  the  space  of  a 
minute  since  the  early  hours  of  the  morning,  is  now  con- 
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tinued  in  a  desultory  manner  under  the  searchlights  of 
the  enemy. 

Worn  out  with  long  watching,  I  roll  myself  up  in 
my  valise,  and  turn  my  back  on  the  sour  valley  and 
its  corpse-strewn  fields,  and  gaze  over  the  peaceful 
stretches  of  the  Dojosho  plain  towards  the  north  bathed 
in  that  opalesque  light,  when  the  glow  of  the  departing 
sun  is  merging  in  the  first  flood  of  the  moonlight. 
The  cool  breath  of  the  coming  night  fans  my  face  and  I 
fall  asleep,  when,  suddenly,  from  the  rocks  on  which 
I  lie,  a  swarm  of  mosquitoes  arise,  the  noisiest  beasts  I 
think  by  which  I  have  ever  been  attacked.  The  trumpets 
of  these  legions  skimming  the  heights  of  Ho-o-shan  almost 
drown  the  distant  crash  of  the  enemy's  shells.  I  cover 
my  head  and  hands  in  my  waterproof  cape,  but  the 
venomous  brutes  steal  in  under,  or  stab  through,  the 
material,  till  I  have  to  give  up  the  idea  of  further 
slumber ;  so  I  light  my  pipe  and  walk  about,  dodging  the 
searchlights  whenever  they  cross  my  path.  It  is  now 
just  before  midnight,  and  the  battle  starts  again  in  all 
its  fury.  The  gallant  Orishita  regiment,  with  the 
remnant  of  the  Yamamoto  battalion,  nothing  daunted  by 
their  many  failures  during  the  day,  are  making  an 
effort  to  retrieve  their  prestige  by  an  attempt  to  storm 
the  position  by  night. 

August  22. — It  is  1  a.m.  and  still  the  fight  rages 
furiously.  Three  of  the  nine  searchlights  that  the 
Eussians  appear  to  possess  are  playing  incessantly  on 
this  section  of  the  battle-field,  and  star  bombs  or  rockets 
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are    bursting    continually,    their    incandescent    petals 
spreading  fanlike  and  falling  slowly  to  the  ground.     So 
brilliant  are  these  lights  that  the  moon,  now  nearing  the 
horizon,    is    but    a  faint  slip   of  silver   in    the    sky. 
The  colour  of  this  night  warfare  is  what  Whistler  would 
have  revelled  in.     The   deep  purple  of  the  mountain 
against    the    nocturnal    blue,  the   pale  lemon   of    the 
moon,  the  whitish  rays  of  the  searchlights,  the  warm 
incandescent  glow  of  the  star  bombs,  the  reddish  spurt 
from  the  cannons'  mouths,  and  the  yellow  flash  from  the 
exploding  shell,  all  tempered  to  a  mellowness  by  a  thin 
haze  of  smoke,  ever  clinging  to  hill-top  and  valley,  make 
the  scene  the  most  weird  and  unique  I  have  looked  on 
during  all  the  many  wars  I  have  witnessed.     In  the  old 
campaigning  days  both  armies  usually  ceased  hostilities 
at  some  period  between  sundown  and  sunrise ;  but  here, 
at  Port  Arthur,  for  purposes  of  fighting  the  night  is  as 
the  day.     For  four  hours  the  little  Japs  gallantly  try  to 
cross  the  death-ridden  valley  in  the  broad  glare  of  these 
artificial  lights,  and  under  a  decimating  machine-gun 
and  rifle  fire  from  forts  on  either  side  of  their  objective. 
From  Niroshan  (in  Chinese  the  Urhlung,  Anglice  the 
*  Double  Dragon) '  fort,  the  devilish  searchlights,  like  the 
fiery  glare  from  the  eyes  of  those  monsters  of  legendary 
lore,  slowly  sweep  the  valley  below,  and  when  one  rests 
its  rays  on  any  particular  spot,  red  spurts  from  the  black 
void  behind  it  belch  forth  shells,  which  tear  ghastly 
gaps  in  the  Japanese  lines  wading  through  the  millet 
and  cornfields  below.    In  spite  of  the  terrible  carnage 
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en  route  a  few  remnants  of  these  brave  battalions  under 
Ichinobe  reach  the  base  of  Ban-u-san,  and  clamber  up  the 
glacis  with  faint  shouts  of  '  Banzai,  Banzai ! '  which  are 
echoed  by  their  comrades  across  the  valley.  But  they  can 
go  no  further  ;  they  halt,  press  forward  a  few  yards,  then 
in  the  face  of  all  these  superhuman  difficulties  they  break, 
and  hurry  down  to  the  friendly  shelter  of  the  donga 
below.  I  wonder,  in  spite  of  much  heroism  I  have 
witnessed  during  many  years  of  warfare,  if  any  other 
troops  could  have  done  quite  as  much. 

With  the  coming  of  the  sun  the  fury  of  the  fight 
slackens,  and  but  a  desultory  snapping  of  rifles  comes 
up  from  the  valley.  The  slope  of  Ban-u-san  is  a  terribly 
ghastly  sight  with  Japanese  dead,  and  it  is  patent  to  all 
that  the  fort  is  still  in  the  hands  of  the  Russians.  I 
have  hardly  finished  my  scanty  breakfast  of  hardtack  and 
tea  when  I  notice  that  there  is  still  a  spark  of  life  left  in 
that  fearful  hecatomb  on  the  glacis.  From  the  parapet 
of  the  fort  rises  a  column  of  dense  smoke,  a  flame  shoots 
upward,  then  a  loud  report  is  wafted  across  the  valley. 
One  or  two  of  the  apparently  dead  hurry  up  into  the 
trench  immediately  below  the  parapet.  The  attention 
of  all  of  us  on  Ho-o-shan  is  at  once  riveted  towards  that 
trench  ;  at  least  fifty  minutes  elapse  and  yet  there  is  no 
movement  perceptible  but  the  bayonets  on  the  rifles  in 
the  stiffened  hands  of  the  dead  sparkling  in  the  strong 
light  of  the  sun. 

Presently  a  single  figure  emerges  from  the  trench 
below  the  fort. 
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During  the  attack  of  yesterday  morning  on  Ban-u- 
san  all  that  was  left  of  the  Ouchi  regiment — which  was 
supposed  to  be  entirely  annihilated — sought  shelter 
in  this  trench,  about  fifty  men  in  all.  The  work  is 
twenty-four  feet  deep,  twelve  feet  wide,  and  about 
ninety  feet  in  length.  At  its  bottom  there  is  a  depth 
of  water  from  four  to  five  feet,  and  the  mud  reaches  to 
one's  knees.  Heaps  of  slain  lie  piled  up  above  the  water 
line.  The  refugees  have  built  up  a  banquette  on  one  side, 
on  which  the  wounded  are  placed,  their  able-bodied  com- 
rades standing  night  and  day  in  the  muddy  water  among 
the  dead.  Their  one  day's  ration  of  food  gave  out  long 
ago.  They  have  already  searched  the  pockets  of  their 
dead  for  the  last  crumbs  of  biscuit  and  grains  of  rice,  and 
are  now  drinking  the  bloody  water  in  which  they  stand. 
These  men  have  watched  from  hour  to  hour  for  the  last 
two  days  and  one  night  all  attempts  to  succour  them 
from  their  deadly  peril  fail.  They  know  that  regiments  of 
their  comrades  have  been  wiped  out  even  in  the  desperate 
struggle  to  reach  the  foot  of  the  glacis.  There  is  abso- 
lutely no  hope.  They  must  die  of  starvation  or  by  the 
bullet  of  the  foe.  Captain  Sugiyama,  in  command  of  the 
units— his  name  will  live  for  ever  in  the  hearts  of  his 
countrymen— is  suddenly  possessed  of  a  mad  idea  !  He 
proposes  to  Captain  Kabayama  that  a  final  assault  must 
be  made  on  the  fort  above :  a  whole  division  of  the 
Japanese  army  before  Port  Arthur  has  attempted  it  and 
failed,  and  he,  with  his  half-hundred  starving,  worn-out 
men,  up  to  their  hips  in  water  among  the  floating  dead, 
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will  creep  up  to  the  enemy's  casemate  and  destroy 
their  machine-guns  which  have  made  so  much  havoc 
among  the  attacking  forces,  and,  if  he  succeeds,  his 
brother  officer  shall  charge  with  all  the  survivors  from 
the  trench.  Hand  grenades  with  fuses  attached  are 
hastily  made,  and  Sergeant  Himeno  and  two  soldiers 
are  finally  entrusted  with  the  forlorn  hope.  He  orders 
his  two  comrades  to  lie  perdu  in  some  shell  holes  while 
he  shifts  himself  forward  on  his  back,  with  face  turned 
skyward  so  that  he  can  more  easily  feign  death.  The 
sergeant  slowly  wriggles  his  way  upward  till  he  is  within 
a  few  feet  of  his  goal,  where  he  lies  stiff  and  still  for  so 
long  a  period  that  his  comrades,  watching  anxiously 
below,  think  that  he  is  already  dead.  Presently  he 
slowly  turns  over  on  his  stomach  and  crawls  to  the 
outer  slope  of  the  casemate  and  lights  the  fuse.  Then, 
risking  all,  he  rushes  headlong  forward  and  thrusts  the 
grenade  through  the  loophole.  Himeno  then  hurries  to 
the  friendly  cover  of  one  of  the  shell  holes.  An  explosion 
takes  place  in  the  casemate,  he  looks  backward  and  sees 
that  a  small  breach  has  been  made  in  the  wall;  he 
returns  to  the  trench  and  reports  the  matter  to  the 
officers.  The  sergeant  is  then  given  more  hand 
grenades,  and,  with  three  others,  he  takes  the  same 
route.  They  advance  in  Indian  file  and  assemble  at  a 
deep  furrow  on  the  glacis.  There  they  lie,  as  if  dead, 
for  some  time,  when  Captain  Sugiyama,  becoming 
anxious,  sends  forward  two  others,  each  with  a  bamboo 
pole  of  ten  feet  in  length.    These  men  arrive  safely 


WAR    CORRESPONDENTS    VIEWING    THE    BOMBARDMENT    FROM     HO  O SHAN 


THREE   MONTHS  WITH  THE   BESIEGERS    31 

at  the  sergeants'  rendezvous,  and  the  whole  six  then 
creep  up  to  the  fort ;  one  of  them  succeeds  in  throw- 
ing an  explosive  through  the  loophole  of  the  case- 
mate, while  the  other  four  place  grenades  upon  the 
caponniere,  when  they  hurry  for  their  lives  back  to  the 
crevasse. 

We,  on  Ho-o-shan,  hear  the  terrific  explosion,  the 
roof  of  the  casemate  flies  high  into  the  air,  and  the 
machine-gun  is  shattered  to  pieces.  One  after  another  ex- 
plosion rends  the  air.  The  greater  part  of.  the  caponniere 
is  destroyed.  Their  comrades  in  the  trench  below  forget 
their  terrible  plight,  clap  their  hands  in  their  ecstacy, 
and  shout  '  Banzai ! '  But  there  is  one  of  the  bamboo 
poles  not  yet  exploded.  Five  minutes  have  passed  and 
still  it  has  shown  no  sign.  It  had  been  placed  on  one 
of  the  angles  of  the  caponniere  by  Private  Nakijima,  who 
is  chaffingly  called  to  account  by  his  daring  comrades 
for  its  failure.  He  rushes  straight  towards  the  fort,  and 
examining  the  deadly  explosive,  discovers  that  the  fuse 
has  been  extinguished.  He  calmly  strikes  a  match, 
relights  it,  and  places  the  explosive  in  position.  The 
angle  of  the  casemate  flies  into  pieces  ;  another  *  Banzai ! ' 
comes  up  from  the  trench  below,  but  Nakijima,  as  he 
turns  homeward,  stumbles  and  falls — the  gallant  soldier 
is  badly  wounded. 

This  sudden  attack  on  their  fort,  coming,  apparently, 
from  an  unseen  quarter,  rather  demoralises  the  garrison 
behind  the  works.  Sugiyama,  detecting  these  unmis- 
takable signs  on  the  part  of  the  Russians,  urges  his 
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brother  officer  to  effect  a  charge.  Some  seventy  men  in 
all,  for  a  few  of  the  wounded  have  rallied  sufficiently  to 
join,  sweep  up  the  slope  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye. 
Captain  Kayukawa  is  the  first  to  fall.  His  place  is 
taken  by  Lieutenant  Tanaka,  who  carries  the  flag  of  the 
Ouchi  regiment,  followed  by  his  daring  comrades,  right 
into  the  fort,  lustily  shouting  '  Banzai !  Banzai ! '  Over 
rampart  and  counterscarp,  and  from  traverse  to  traverse, 
they  drive  the  Russians  at  the  point  of  the  bayonet 
towards  the  back  of  the  redoubt.  From  the  valley  below, 
Major-General  Ichinobe,  seeing  this  sudden  change  of 
affairs  on  Ban-u-san,  immediately  orders  a  contingent 
of  troops  to  attack  the  rear  of  the  Russians,  sends  a 
body  of  sappers  to  the  fort  and  pushes  forward  two 
machine-guns. 

The  heroic  little  band  on  the  hill  find  their  ammuni- 
tion running  short,  and  some  of  the  men  begin  to  lose 
heart.  The  two  officers  in  command  threaten  to  shoot 
any  man  who  turns  his  back  on  the  enemy.  There  is 
little  necessity  for  this  anxiety  on  the  part  of  the 
officers,  for  they  have  hardly  uttered  the  threats  before 
both  are  killed  by  a  shell,  but  there  is  no  move  to  the 
rear  of  those  gallant  little  men.  They  stand  their  ground, 
and  when  Ichinobe,  who  determines  to  proceed  to  the 
fort  in  person,  arrives  with  further  reinforcements,  he 
finds  but  thirty  of  the  gallant  seventy  still  standing. 
More  Japanese  supports  pour  rapidly  in,  and  desperate 
fighting  continues  till  long  after  noon,  when  the  Russians 
are  finally  routed.    It  can  be  seen  at  this  period  that  the 
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enemy,  holding  the  fort  on  the  left,  which  is  called  the 
West  Ban-u-san,  show  considerable  signs  of  consternation 
at  the  fate  of  the  eastern  fort.  The  Japs  therefore  turn 
their  attention  to  them.  The  position  is  reconnoitred 
from  the  newly-captured  position,  and  two  companies  are 
sent  forward  under  Captain  Hamaguchi,  who  addresses 
his  men  before  he  gives  the  word  to  charge,  urging  them, 
as  the  issue  of  the  battle  depends  on  this  enterprise,  to 
fight  to  the  last  man.  Under  cover  of  the  machine-guns 
from  the  west  fort  the  companies  reach  the  first  line  of 
defences  and  quickly  carry  them ;  but  the  Russians 
stand  their  ground  gallantly.  The  Japs  make  assault 
after  assault,  losing  nearly  half  their  number  before 
they  finally  capture  the  position,  which,  by  my  watch,  is 
taken  about  eight  a.m. 

August  24.— A  curious  incident  occurs  this  morning. 
A  Japanese  war  correspondent,  who  has  been  watching 
the  many  assaults  on  Ban-u-san,  comes  up  and  reminds 
me  that  he  was  with  me  on  the  adjacent  hill  during  the 
attack  on  Port  Arthur  ten  years  ago.  An  hour  later 
one  of  the  Japanese  interpreters  also  comes  to  me  to  re- 
mind me  that  we  were  together  during  the  assault  on 
Idzusan,  a  decade  ago,  when  General  Nogi  was  then  only 
in  command  of  a  brigade.  Later  on  I  meet  General 
Ichigi,  the  chief  of  the  staff,  who  tells  me  that  he  knew 
me  during  the  Chino-Jap  war  before  Port  Arthur.  It 
strikes  me  as  somewhat  remarkable  that  we,  who  were 
together  in  the  old  days,  should  be  watching  the  attack 
on  the  fortress  to-day.     The  Japanese  army  is  spread 
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over  a  wide  area,  facing  many  objectives,  and  yet  we 
four  are  all  here. 

August  26. — Fighting  is  so  slack  to-day  that  all  the 
correspondents  but  Eicarlton,  Barry,  and  self  seek  the 
comfort  of  their  tents  at  the  base  of  the  hill,  and  come 
up  on  to  the  top  only  when  there  is  anything  of  interest 
to  be  seen.  I,  having  no  tent,  and  my  village  being  eight 
miles  away,  resolve  to  remain  on  the  mountain  a  few 
days  longer.  It  is  rather  trying,  for  the  sun  is  almost 
tropical,  and  there  is  little  shadow  from  the  rocks.  But 
all  this  discomfort  is  better  than  daily  climbing  the 
almost  precipitous  heights  and  the  long  weary  walk 
back  to  my  village.  Though  we  are  not  allowed  to  keep 
up  a  fire  after  sundown,  we  can  do  all  the  cooking  (which, 
after  all,  is  simply  making  tea  or  coffee)  during  the  day. 

Eicarlton,  who  always  carries  a  black  silk  umbrella, 
has  rigged  it  up  permanently  for  cover  on  the  shoulder  of 
the  hill — I  warn  him  that  it  is  a  dangerous  thing  to  do  : 

*  Some  day  a  young  Eussian  officer  will  say :  "  Let's 
disturb  that  fellow  over  there  under  the  umbrella"; 
and  a  shell  will  come  along  and  spoil  the  contour  of 
your  dapper  figure  as  well  as  the  gingham.' 

But  the  intrepid  photographer  simply  laughs ;  why 
should  he  care  ?  He  came  out  to  take  snapshots  of  burst- 
ing shells — he  is  too  modest  to  own  it ;  but  this,  I  know, 
is  his  intention— and  it  is  refreshing  to  find,  in  an  age 
when  photographs  of  war  are  mostly  outrageous  fakes, 
that  there  is  a  man  who  is  anxious  to  get  the  real  thing, 
and  risks  his  life  for  it. 
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The  caponniere  on  Ban-u-san  is  still  smoking,  and 
rapid  firing  is  going  on  between  the  captors  of  the 
east  and  west  forts,  with  the  Kussians  on  the  heights 
of  the  Cockscomb  range  beyond.  A  thick  haze  of 
smoke  is  hanging  over  the  valley,  which  must  be  a 
blessing  to  the  wretched  wounded  lying  on  the  glacis, 
screening  them  from  the  full  glare  of  the  sun's  rays. 

I  have  arranged  with  a  coolie  to  refill  our  water- 
bottles  with  the  boiled  water  served  to  the  troops  in  a 
village  about  a  mile  away,  and  I  set  to,  with  Barry, 
collecting  the  shattered  rocks  from  a  crater  made  by  one 
of  the  enemy's  10-inch  shells,  to  make  a  cellar  to  keep 
off  the  burning  sun  from  our  water-bottles.  We  lie  about 
the  mountain  top,  nursing  the  scant  shadows  of  the  rock 
and  waiting  for  the  next  move  of  the  belligerents.  But, 
apparently,  the  besiegers  are  counting  the  cost  of  these 
terrible  assaults,  for  they  are  simply  holding  on  to  their 
prizes  and  not  attempting  a  further  move  forward.  One 
officer  tells  me  that  the  Japanese  have  lost  over  fourteen 
thousand  men  since  the  19th. 

August  27.— Dull  morning,  rather  an  uneventful 
day  in  comparison  with  the  last  five.  A  desultory 
cannon  fire  is  kept  up  by  both  sides  until  the  afternoon, 
when  it  lulls  for  a  while.  Very  few  of  us  leave  the 
mountain  because  of  the  possibility  of  another  big  fight 
owing  to  the  more  or  less  favourable  weather  condi- 
tions for  an  attack.  The  sky  is  overclouded,  and  the 
troops  will  suffer  less  from  thirst  when  struggling  up 
the  usually  sun-scorched  glacis  of  the  redoubts.      Our 
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expectations  during  the  day  are  not  realised.  The  sun 
goes  down  in  a  sullen  sky  heavy  with  mist.  I  spread 
out  my  valise  on  the  level  patch  on  the  rocky  summit 
of  Ho-o-shan  and  prepare  for  bed.  The  Russian  search- 
lights glance  from  hill-top  to  valley  with  watery  eye, 
and  the  rifle  shots  of  the  outposts  lose  their  crisp  crack 
in  the  heavy  shades  below.  The  mosquitoes  this  even- 
ing appear  to  be  depressed  by  the  heavy  atmosphere, 
and  are  half-hearted  in  their  attacks.  I  soon  fall 
asleep.  I  am  suddenly  awakened  by  a  vivid  flash  that 
in  brilliancy  might  liken  the  strongest  searchlight  to 
its  shadow,  followed  by  a  crash  that  no  earthly  piece 
of  ordnance  could  equal  in  sound,  and  from  hill-top  to 
mountain,  and  through  the  passes,  roll  the  echoes  which 
equal  a  hundred  guns  in  their  intensity.  I  scramble 
to  my  feet  in  spite  of  the  deluge  of  rain  that  is  pour- 
ing off  the  rocks  above,  and  get  into  my  boots  and 
waterproof.  The  sight  is  an  appallingly  grand  one,  and 
absolutely  indescribable  in  its  weirdness.  Between  great 
peals  of  thunder  the  lesser  thunder  of  the  cannon  is  heard. 
The  lightning  gapes  from  all  points  of  the  compass,  and 
when  the  vivid  flashes  die  out  they  seem  but  to  make 
way  for  the  ruddier  flare  of  the  shrapnel  and  bursting 
shells  that  shriek  and  crash,  pounding  earth,  rock,  and 
human  flesh.  The  Russians,  under  cover  of  the  storm,  are 
attempting  to  retake  the  newly-occupied  West  Ban-u-san, 
and  the  Japs  are  trying  to  hold  on  to  their  captured  fort 
where  so  many  thousands  of  their  comrades  had  lost 
their  lives  on  the  desperate  venture.    It  is  a  ghastly 
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fight,  for  the  battle  wages  amidst  the  sour  atmosphere  of 
a  hecatomb  of  corpses,  the  slain  of  the  previous  day's 
fighting.  The  thunder  rolls,  and  for  hours  the  warring 
of  the  gods  above  and  the  battle  of  the  mortals  below 
continues  until  the  dull  grey  of  dawn  peeps  through  the 
dense  sulphurous  pall  hanging  over  mountain  and  valley. 

August  28. — As  the  fury  of  the  storm  abates,  and  the 
anger  of  the  belligerents  gradually  calms,  the  fuller  light 
of  day  is  falling  broad  and  clear  on  Ban-u-san,  and  I  see 
that  its  ramparts  and  ditches  are  thickly  sprinkled  with 
hundreds  of  bodies,  less  sodden  and  mud-stained,  but 
as  still  as  those  who  had  passed  into  the  Shinto  Shades 
three  days  ago,  and  the  rain-swept  glacis'  trickling 
streams  run  red  to  the  valley  below. 

It  seems  gross  and  horrible  to  think  of  the  comfort 
of  oneself  with  such  a  scene  of  suffering  before  one  ;  but 
I  wonder  if  any  one  of  my  colleagues  on  Ho-o-shan  is 
going  to  boil  a  kettle  ;  I  never  felt  before  so  badly  in 
want  of  a  cup  of  tea.  As  the  fighting  lulls  considerably 
during  the  morning,  I  resolve  to  return  to  my  village. 

I  look  forward  to  the  rather  mean  shelter  of  my 
Manchu  residence  at  Sodiako  with  a  certain  amount  of 
pleasure,  for  at  least  I  shall  get  some  little  rest 
from  the  venomous  mosquitoes  when  under  my  net. 
And  I  shall  also  be  able  to  change  my  clothes.  I 
had  been  on  Ho-o-shan  for  over  a  week  without  any  cover, 
night  or  day  ;  and  last  night's  storm  proved  to  me  that 
my  valise,  an  old  one,  is  not  waterproof,  and  that  I  had 
better  not  run  the  risk  of  another  night  in  the  rain.     I 


38  POET  AKTHUE 

therefore  quit  the  good  old  mountain  for  a  time,  leaving 
Eicarlton  and  Barry  there  as  the  sole  campers.  I  pick 
up  a  Manchurian  donkey,  and  walk  and  ride  back  to 
the  village,  eight  miles  away.  Chosan  had  no  idea  of 
my  returning  from  any  intimation  of  mine,  but  as  soon 
as  I  arrive  at  the  cul-de-sac,  at  the  end  of  which  is  my 
shanty,  my  servant  is  there  waiting  for  me  with  his 
usual  smile  of  welcome.  He  has,  no  doubt,  had  his 
scouts  out  all  the  time  on  the  qui  vive  for  me  since  the 
day  I  left,  and  there  he  is,  the  embodiment  of  joy  for  my 
safe  return. 

*  Chow  all  right,  Chosan  ?  ' 

*  Have  got,'  he  replies  ;  and  he  is  as  good  as  his 
word,  for  when  I  enter  my  cottage  the  fumes  of  stew 
regale  my  nostrils. 

After  my  repast  and  a  pipe,  now,  I  say  to  myself,  I 
will  have  my  long-looked-for  unmolested  rest.  But  I 
am  sadly  disappointed. 

When  I  enter  the  little  vestibule  leading  into  my 
room,  I  observe  that  there  is  a  considerable  amount  of 
cooking  going  on — Chinamen  are  evidently  busy  baking 
bread ;  but  little  do  I  know  what  a  disastrous  result 
this  will  have  to  the  sleep  I  anticipate. 

When  I  turn  in  under  the  mosquito  curtain  and 
stretch  myself  on  the  mud  divan,  I  notice  that  the 
atmosphere  is  rather  stuffy.  I  have  just  fallen  into  a 
dense  slumber,  when  I  awake  with  a  start,  thinking  I  am 
roasting  in  a  place  which  most  men  are  striving  to  avoid 
going  to  when  they  shuffle  off  this  mortal  coil. 
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August  29. — 12.30  a.m.     I  am  absolutely  scorching. 
I  scramble  off  the  couch  and  rush  into  the  hall.     What 
on  earth  are  these  Chinese  fiends  doing  ?    I  find  one 
man  kneading  dough,   another   busily   decorating   the 
metal  pan  of  the  copper  with  cakes,  and  a  third  at  a 
bellows,  tinkering  up  the  fire  under  the  pan,  which  also 
heats   the  flue  running  into  my  room  and  under  my 
earthern  divan.    I  drag  the  man  from  the  bellows  up  to 
the  divan  and  make  him  sit  on  it.     He  recognises,  by 
the  effect  on  himself   (for   Chinamen    have   a    lower 
nervous  and  less  sensitive  system  than  ourselves)  the 
impossible  situation  for  me.    He  and  the  others  bring 
in  stout  planks  wherewith  to  allay  my  anguish,  but  the 
wood  soon  begins  to  char.     Then  bricks  are  placed  to 
raise  the  planks.     But  the  heat  still   works  its  way 
upwards,  and  towards  the  morning  I  find  myself  rolled 
up  in  my  blanket  on  the  stoop  outside — unrefreshed  and 
miserable,  my  bones  aching,  and  my  flesh  feverish  and 
sore.     I   call  on  Goto,   one  of  the  interpreters,   and 
request  him  to  get  me  another  residence,   which   he 
does  ;  and  before  sundown  Chosan  moves  my  things  to  a 
house  in  a  large  compound  at  the  back  of  a  Chinese 
sutler's  shop  that  abuts  on  the  main  street.     From  the 
end  of  the  compound  I  can  see  the  life  of  the  village 
with  greater  freedom.     The  landlord  of  my  house  rents 
mule-teams  to  the  Japanese  transport  service.     I  am 
standing  at  the   entrance    of    the    yard   when    these 
animals,  unescorted  by  man  or  boy,  come  home  from 
their  day's  work.   They  are  excessively  polite.   The  first 
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mule  that  arrives,  on  seeing  a  white  man — apparently 
for  the  first  time — stands  up  on  his  hind  legs  with 
astonishment.  I  move  to  the  left  to  make  room  for 
him  ;  he  then  waltzes  to  the  right  and  stands  opposite 
me ;  if  he  could  have  talked  he  would  no  doubt  have 
said  by  his  action  :  '  You  first,  please.' 

The  other  six,  who  have  now  left  off  pawing  the  air, 
follow  suit.  I  am  slightly  embarrassed,  but  I  think 
this  may  be  the  rule  in  Manchuria,  so  make  a  swerve  to 
my  right.  The  animals  then,  in  Indian  file,  trot  into 
the  compound  and  commence  rolling  their  hot  and 
weary  bodies  in  the  dust.  They  are  regaled  on 
chopped  corn-stalks  and  beans,  moistened  with  water. 
The  landlord  and  his  family  also  take  their  evening 
meal  with  the  mules  in  the  compound — a  food  less 
coarse,  but  of  a  similar  vegetarian  diet.  Babies  who 
can  hardly  toddle  sit  down  with  their  parents  and  try  to 
feed  themselves  by  the  help  of  the  chop-sticks.  These 
people  sit  at  their  meal  during  the  twilight  and  long 
after  the  stars  come  out,  and  seldom  use  the  light  of 
their  candles  but  for  going  to  bed. 

Chosan  tells  me  that  this  village  is  famous  for  fish, 
and  has  promised  me  some  for  breakfast. 

August  30. — Beautifully  bright  morning.  I  am 
awakened  by  my  servant  haggling  with  a  fish  vendor  in 
the  yard.  I  find  a  man  with  a  huge  basketful  of  the 
most  curious  fish  I  have  ever  seen.  Things  with  heads 
like  herrings  and  bodies  tapering  off  like  eels,  but  flat, 
and  looking  like  pure  silver ;   some  are  at  least  a  yard 
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long.  They  are  sold  by  weight,  the  fisherman  using  a 
primitive  scale  which  he  slings  over  his  shoulder. 
There  must  have  been  a  good  catch,  for  I  noticed  the 
sheen  of  the  fish  all  over  the  village.  One  sees  the 
children  struggling  home  with  their  arms  full  of  the 
bright  silver,  and  the  sun  dances  and  sparkles  on  their 
long,  sinuous  bodies  hanging  to  the  eaves  of  the  houses 
to  dry.  I  must  tell  Chosan  to  boil  the  next  lot,  for  the 
grease  which  he  uses  in  frying  (strong,  and  to  the 
Celestial  taste)  no  doubt  spoilt  the  delicate  flavour  of 
the  fish.     The  breakfast  has  not  been  a  success. 

There  is  the  usual  sound  of  cannon  from  the  direction 
of  Port  Arthur,  but  it  is  so  desultory  that  there  is 
nothing  of  importance  in  it.  An  ammunition  train, 
composed  principally  of  light  field  transport,  has  been 
passing  through  the  village  for  the  last  hour  or  so. 
The  crates  contain  mostly  shrapnel.  I  expect  they 
have  nearly  exhausted  their  supply  after  the  continuous 
fighting  from  the  19th  to  the  27th. 

August  31. — Chosan  stupidly  left  the  lid  of  the 
improvised  stew-pan  unsecured  by  the  brick  which 
usually  keeps  it  in  place,  and  the  wretched  cat  with  one 
vicious  eye,  from  next  door,  has  eaten  the  contents  left 
over  for  lunch.  I  don't  care,  so  long  as  young  Barry 
doesn't  turn  up.  I  can  do  till  the  evening  ration  comes 
along ;  but  Barry  is  always  so  infernally  hungry. 

After  dinner  Goto  and  the  French  interpreter  call, 
and  we  take  a  walk  down  to  the  sea.  It  is  only  a  few 
hundred  yards  away,  and  we  follow  the  almost  dry  bed 
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of  the  watercourse  running  through  the  village  down  to 
the  strand.  It  is  a  beautiful  evening,  and  the  sunset  is 
a  marvel  of  purple,  orange,  and  madder-lake. 

On  the  shore,  close  to  the  water's  edge,  is  a  Japanese 
outpost.  One  of  the  sentries,  on  seeing  me,  comes  over 
to  ascertain  who  the  stranger  is.  Goto  tells  me  that 
every  possible  landing-place,  all  along  the  coast  up  to 
the  Russian  lines,  is  watched  by  sentries,  on  the  look- 
out for  any  Chinese  spy,  or  some  correspondent 
attempting  to  put  off  for  Chefoo  with  his  interesting 

copy. 

Chosan  tells  me,  on  return,  that  the  people  next  door 
are  indignant  at  their  cat  eating  my  meal,  and  that,  as  a 
punishment  for  evil-doing,  they  are  going  to  eat  him.  I 
insist  on  the  sacrifice  not  taking  place.  Chosan  remon- 
strates with  me : 

1  Cat  all  same  no  good  ;  he  catchee  one  piecee  stew 
two  piecee  time/ 

'  Never  mind,'  I  say,  '  I  must  see  that  "  one-piecee 
cat  "  all  alive  in  the  morning.' 

September  1. — Sodiako  being  quite  a  long  march 
from  the  present  headquarters — not  less  than  eight 
miles  from  the  Port  Arthur  defences — I  resolve  to  change 
my  quarters.  So  Goto  and  I  start  in  search  of  an 
empty  cottage  at  Tobeshin,  nearer  the  fighting  zone. 
We  engage  a  donkey  between  us  to  help  us  on  the  way, 
and  go  by  a  new  route,  through  villages  almost  un- 
touched by  soldiers  on  the  march,  until  we  get  within  a 
mile  or  two  of  our  advance  posts  where  all  the  villages 
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are  crowded  with  troops.  The  soldiers  appear  to  get  on 
very  well  with  the  peasantry,  and  the  crops,  which  are 
now  near  their  fulness,  show  very  little  damage  from 
the  march  of  the  army  towards  Port  Arthur.  In  fact, 
I  never  saw  the  inhabitants  of  a  land  overrun  by 
foreign  troops  so  prosperous  and  contented  as  the  people 
of  the  Manchurian  Peninsula.  It  is  a  scorching  hot 
day,  and  we  are  tired  and  thirsty  when  we  strike  head- 
quarters and  make  for  the  commissariat  go-down.  I 
am  introduced  to  the  staff,  and  am  invited  to  take 
luncheon  with  them.  The  Major  has  prepared  some 
European  food  in  my  honour.  In  fact,  the  luncheon  is 
equal  to  that  of  a  first-class  French  restaurant,  and 
some  wines,  found  in  Dalny,  make  the  repast  go  quite 
merrily.  With  the  coffee  come  a  variety  of  liqueurs  and 
vodki,  all  from  the  same  quarter,  and  for  smoking  we 
have  an  assortment  of  Turkish  and  Russian  cigarettes 
and  havannas  of  the  choicest  brand.  We  take  our 
meal  under  an  awning  of  Japanese  mats,  roofing  an 
improvised  arbour,  that  was  erected  while  luncheon  was 
being  prepared. 

September  4. — A  pretty  incident  occurred  to-day. 
During  the  fighting  yesterday  a  young  Jap  officer,  in 
charging  a  trench  with  his  men,  was  severely  injured  in 
both  legs  by  the  enemy's  shrapnel,  and  fell  fainting 
into  the  ditch.  His  company  was  driven  back  down  the 
glacis  to  a  donga  below.  This  morning  a  Russian 
soldier,  carrying  something  in  his  arms,  was  seen  coming 
towards  the  donga  from  the  glacis.     The  something  he 
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carried  was  the  young  Jap  officer  who  had  been  left 
in  the  trench  the  previous  day.  Of  course  there  was 
much  rejoicing,  and  the  Russian  prisoner  is  on  parole, 
being  much  petted  by  the  Japanese  soldiers  wherever 
he  goes.  This  generous  treatment  has  decided  him  not 
to  return  to  the  beleaguered  garrison. 

The  officer's  story  is  this  :  When  he  recovered  con- 
sciousness after  his  fall,  he  was  lying,  with  several  dead 
comrades  near  him,  unable  to  move  his  legs,  when  an 
unarmed  Russian  soldier  stole  into  the  trench  and 
began  to  examine  the  dead.  The  Jap  officer,  fearing 
that  the  Russian  would  kill  and  rob  him,  attempted  to 
unbuckle  his  revolver,  but  the  soldier,  on  seeing  this 
action,  approached  him  with  such  a  reassuring  smile 
that  he  refrained  from  pulling  the  trigger. 

*  He  stood  over  me,'  he  said,  *  and  spoke  some  words 
of  Russian,  which,  of  course,  I  did  not  understand  ;  but 
they  were  gentle  and  amiable  I  could  tell.  Then  the 
man  passed  behind  me,  and  presently  I  found  myself 
being  safely  raised  from  the  ground  and,  eventually,  in 
the  strong  arms  of  the  humane  Muscovite,  I  was  brought 
down  to  the  trench  in  which  my  comrades  had  taken 
cover.' 

September  5. — News  of  a  great  battle  fought  at 
Liaoyang  has  just  arrived  in  camp.  The  Russians  were 
defeated  with  great  loss.  The  Japanese  assert  that  they 
have  already  buried  ten  thousand  bodies  of  the  enemy. 

September  6. — Leave  Sodiako  for  good  this  morn- 
ing, with  Yamaguchi,  our  chief  interpreter,  to  take  up 


RUSSIAN    HUMANITY 


THREE  MONTHS  WITH  THE   BESIEGERS    45 

my  quarters  at  the  village  of  Tobeshin.  There  is  much 
official  leave-taking.  The  chief  of  the  commissariat  is 
exceedingly  hospitable,  and  insists  on  opening  some 
wine.  It  is  about  8.30  in  the  morning — an  unusual 
hour  for  drinking  burgundy ;  but  it  is  uncorked  specially 
for  me,  and  I  am  obliged  to  honour  the  occasion. 
Chosan  is  made  happy  for  a  time  with  saki,  which  he 
has  never  tasted  before,  and  is  very  unhappy  later,  for 
during  the  march  he  has  to  sit  down. 

1  What's  the  matter,  Chosan  ? ' 

'Master,  my  no  savvy.     One  piecee  saki  my  take 
two  piecee  master  my  see.' 

I  place  him  in  the  shadow  of  a  tree  till  he  gets  over 
his  dizziness. 

September  8. — Barry  breaks  the  news  to  me  this 
morning  that  he  is  going  to  keep  his  birthday,  which  is 
on  the  10th  of  this  month,  and  he  will  invite  myself, 
Goto,  and  Yamaguchi.  Ricarlton  says  that  he  will  not 
be  of  the  party  because  he  thinks  the  whole  thing  too 
frivolous  during  a  siege ;  but  then,  he  has  seen  more 
than  fifty  birthdays,  and  probably  is  fed  up  with  them. 
I  sympathise  with  Barry,  especially  when  I  hear  the 
good  rations  he  is  about  to  provide.  Anyway,  it  will 
kill  time,  which  always  hangs  heavily  in  the  life  of  a 
war  correspondent  before  a  beleaguered  city,  if  there  is  no 
other  kind  of  killing  going  on. 

Nothing  but  outpost  affairs  to-day. 

September  9. — Ricarlton,  Barry  and  I  go  to  the 
Eleventh  Division  this  morning,  to  see  the  last  position 
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captured  by  the  Japanese  before  they  finally  drove  the 
Russians  into  their  stronghold.  General  Tsuchiya's  com- 
mand lay  to  the  extreme  east  of  the  line  of  the  besiegers, 
and  was  encamped  at  the  back  of  Takushan,  or,  in 
Chinese,  the  Big  Lone  Orphan — a  hill  as  sheer  on  that 
side  as  Gibraltar,  and  standing  out  of  a  plain  over  600  feet 
high.  It  was  captured  early  in  August  at  considerable 
loss  to  the  Japanese,  but  its  possession  was  most  essential 
to  the  success  of  the  Jap  operations  in  the  close  invest- 
ment of  Port  Arthur,  for  from  this  position  the  enemy 
were  able  to  see  all  movements  of  Japanese  troops. 

As  I  look  up  at  the  crest  of  Takushan,  and  the 
rugged,  precipitous  rocks  that  lead  up  to  it,  and  then  at 
its  sloping  base  intersected  with  trenches  undulating 
down  to  the  plain,  it  is  another  revelation  to  me  of 
the  marvellous  pluck  and  dash  these  little  soldiers 
possess.  The  capture  took  place  during  the  last  days  of 
the  wet  season,  and  the  ground  was  sloppy  and  slippery  ; 
yet,  after  fighting  incessantly  from  the  afternoon  of 
August  7  till  early  on  the  9th,  they  rushed  the  positions 
at  four  o'clock  in  the  morning,  only  taking  five  minutes, 
from  the  beginning  of  the  slope,  to  scale  the  crags  to 
the  crest,  capturing  four  guns  and  hundreds  of  rounds 
of  ammunition. 

1 1  suppose  we  can  have  a  look  at  that  ridge  to-day?' 
I  inquire  of  Goto,  who  was  appointed  to  accompany  us. 

'We  must  first  of  all  see  General  Tsuchiya,'  he 
answers. 

We  pass  a  mile  of  comfortable  dug-outs  in  flank  of 
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the  great  hill  shaded  by  canvas  or  mat  awnings,  under 
which  the  Jap  soldier  is  resting  after  the  morning's 
duties  in  the  trenches.  Through  the  stony  bed  of  the 
watercourse  at  the  mountain  base,  where  here  and  there 
the  precious  liquid  bubbles  in  little  fountains,  and  runs 
in  a  small  trickling  stream  westward,  soldiers  are 
bathing  or  washing  their  linen,  in  troughs  which  they 
have  dammed  up  in  the  river's  bed. 

On  the  other  side  of  the  stream,  on  the  flat  bed  of 
the  valley,  stretching  away  from  the  line  of  foot-hills, 
are  the  Japanese  horse-lines.  Of  course  there  is 
not  much  cavalry  before  Port  Arthur,  so  one  cannot 
judge  what  a  large  camp  of  horseflesh  would  be  in  the 
hands  of  men  who  are  proverbially  not  horsemen  or 
well  acquainted  with  the  *  friend  of  man.'  But  the 
miniature  horse-lines  that  we  look  at  to-day  I  have 
never  seen  equalled  before.  It  is  rather  a  big  order  to 
say  that,  considering  I  have  seen  so  much  campaigning ; 
but,  being  an  animal  myself,  if  I  had  the  choice  of  what 
form  I  should  like  to  be  in  before  Port  Arthur,  for 
comfort,  regular  meals,  cleanliness  and  generally  kind 
treatment,  I  should  say,  *  Make  me  a  horse.'  They  are 
nursed  and  petted  in  every  way,  protected  in  many 
cases  by  huge  embankments  of  earth  from  the  keen 
north  wind  which  at  times  blows  down  the  valley.  A 
primitive  fosse  around  the  bank  drains  off  the  water 
after  a  tropical  downpour,  which  at  this  season  occurs 
nearly  every  day.  They  are  screened  from  the  sun  by 
thick  branches  of  trees,  making  quite  a  pretty,  cool- 
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looking  green  arbour,  under  which  the  animals  are 
spaciously  stalled.  It  was  quite  refreshing  for  us  to 
nurse  the  leafy  shade  of  the  horse-lines,  and  so  cleanly 
were  they  kept,  that,  though  the  heat  was  intense  and 
the  moisture  arising  from  the  wet  ground  considerable, 
there  was  not  the  slightest  effluvium  of  any  kind  to 
offend. 

Out  in  the  open  spaces  of  the  encampment  are 
parallel-bars  and  other  athletic  appliances,  where  the 
men,  in  squads,  are  taking  exercise.  Here  and  there  a 
sutler's  shanty  is  surrounded  by  groups  of  men  buying 
little  luxuries.  Some  of  these  are  different  to  what  you 
would  find  in  most  European  camps — long,  horn-handled 
tooth-brushes  and  little  packets  of  tooth-powder,  sweet- 
meats, cigarettes,  canned  fruits,  and  Nestles'  milk.  This 
brand  seems  to  be  the  favourite  with  the  Japanese  army, 
and  I  found  it  a  delicious  addition  to  a  rice  ration. 
The  tooth-brush  is  an  essential  part  of  the  Japanese 
campaigning  kit.  The  first  thing  that  a  Jap  apparently 
does  when  he  gets  up  in  the  morning  is  to  stick  a  tooth- 
brush in  his  mouth.  You  can  see  hundreds  of  men 
rubbing  away  at  their  teeth  and  gums,  walking  about 
chatting  with  each  other  during  the  operation.  The 
soldiers  and  sailors  of  Japan  have  the  finest,  whitest 
teeth,  probably,  of  any  human  beings  on  the  face  of  this 
earth.  Some  say  this  is  owing  to  the  vegetable  diet  on 
which  they  are  mostly  fed ;  but  I  think  it  is  because 
they  use  the  brush  so  frequently  and  freely. 

As  we  advance  towards  headquarters  the  men  come 
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up  with  a  cheery  smile  of  welcome  on  their  faces,  and 
examine  the  badge  on  my  left  arm  with  my  nationality 
and  the  paper  I  represent  embroidered  in  red  on 
white  linen.  One  or  two  spell  out  the  inscription, 
*  Illustrated  London  News.'  Then  their  smiles  broaden 
into  grins  of  satisfaction  at  finding  I  am  an  English- 
man. One  or  two  offer  me  cigarettes  which  they  take 
limp  and  moist  from  their  pockets — it  is  their  only 
means  of  showing  hospitality ;  of  course  it  would  be  too 
impolite  not  to  accept.  Several  speak  English — men 
who  have  been  in  service  in  America,  or  in  business 
occupations  in  Europe,  who  have  given  up  all  to  join 
the  colours  and  fight  for  their  beloved  land. 

General  Tsuchiya's  headquarters  are  close  under  the 
hill,  and  his  tent,  which  is  partly  a  dug-out  with  a 
canvas  awning,  is  near  a  long,  low  shanty  with  a  mat 
roof,  supported  by  bamboo  poles,  in  which  are  half-a- 
dozen  telephone- stands.  At  each  is  an  operator  ringing 
up  or  receiving  messages,  and  by  one  of  these  stands 
the  General,  in  a  plain  tussore-silk  semi-uniform,  with 
his  Chief  of  the  Staff,  directing  the  field  operations, 
giving  orders,  and  receiving  rapid  answers.  By  this 
means  a  message  has  been  sent  from  General  Nogi's 
headquarters  to  say  that  we  are  coming,  for  Tsuchiya's 
adjutant  and  his  chief  interpreter  meet  us  as  soon  as  we 
arrive  and  show  us  into  a  tent  where  sweet  biscuits,  hot 
tea  and  cigarettes  are  ready  for  us.  We  at  once  ask 
permission  to  see  the  captured  position  of  Takushan. 
This  is  granted  ;  but  we  are  told  that  we  must  have 
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luncheon  first,  as  it  will  be  a  long  climb  up  to  the 
top,  and  the  enemy  may  not  allow  us  to  get  back  until 
late  in  the  evening,  and  then  we  may  be  hungry.  I 
tell  the  interpreter  that  it  is  a  part  of  a  correspondent's 
training  to  go  hungry,  but  he  insists  on  my  taking  more 
substantial  refreshment  than  tea,  and,  in  a  short  time, 
fried  ham  and  eggs  and  a  bottle  of  beer  are  on  the  table. 
Primed  with  this  good  meal,  which  I  really  want, 
having  tramped  for  eight  miles,  I  am  taken  up  to  the 
summit  of  Takushan.  It  is  a  stiff  climb  to  the  first 
bomb-proof  shelter,  and  in  some  parts  we  have  to  crawl, 
so  that  the  Eussian  batteries  from  the  Port  Arthur  line 
shall  not  catch  sight  of  us.  When  we  gain  the  shelter 
the  officer  in  charge  says  : 

'  Excuse  these  precautions,  but  I  think  it  is  necessary, 
as  only  a  short  time  ago,  when  this  was  a  simple  en- 
trenchment, the  General  was  standing  here  with  two  of 
his  staff  officers  looking  over ;  an  enemy's  shell  burst  and 
killed  both  the  officers  by  his  side.  Since  then  he  has 
put  up  this  roof.' 

'  Now,'  says  the  officer,  after  we  have  looked  across 
the  intervening  country  between  us  and  the  Kikwan 
Forts,  'I  have  instructions  to  take  you  back  by  the 
same  route  ;  but  if  the  Eussians  will  be  kind  we  will  go 
up  to  the  extremity  of  the  ridge  and  see  the  guns  we 
captured.  Two  of  them  have  been  hopelessly  wrecked, 
but  the  others  we  have  polished  up  and  are  going  to 
open  with  on  the  enemy,  as  we  found,  conveniently, 
several  hundred  rounds  of  ammunition  to  fit  the  guns. 
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I  will  go  first.  When  I  get  round  the  shoulder  of 
that  peak  over  there,  you  will  know  if  the  Kussians 
have  seen  me,  because  they  will  send  a  shell.  If 
not,  wait  three  minutes,  and  the  next  man  can 
follow.' 

I  am  relegated  to  start  last.  Everything  goes  well 
until  I  am  midway  between  the  shelter  and  the  peak, 
when  a  nasty,  wheezing,  creaking  noise  passes  over  my 
head.  Then  the  boom  of  cannon  is  heard,  and  a 
lump  of  rock  on  the  shoulder  of  our  hill  flies  up  into 
numerous  fractions.  I  hurry  on,  gain  the  peak,  another 
shell  passes  over,  and  bursts  down  at  the  base  of  the 
mountain.  I  join  the  officers  who  are  seated  under 
cover  of  one  of  the  manholes  of  a  wrecked  gun's 
emplacement ;  we  laugh,  and  light  cigarettes. 

*  There  comes  another,'  says  the  interpreter,  *  they 
are  still  firing  at  you,  or  at  the  place  where  you  were.' 
And  we  sit  and  smoke  until  three  more  projectiles  have 
been  sent  in  our  direction  and  all  have  harmlessly  burst 
in  the  valley  below. 

1  You  know,'  says  the  adjutant,  '  the  Eussians  will 
fire  at  a  man  or  a  mule  or,  in  fact,  anything  moving. 
We  are  not  allowed  to  send  a  shell  unless  it  is  at  a 
group  of  ten  or  twelve.  I  think  the  General  will  be 
angry  ;  he  doesn't  like  people  to  draw  fire  on  this  hill, 
for  the  reason  that  they  generally  all  miss,  and, 
dropping  below,  may  kill  some  of  the  troops  or  horses.' 

These,  I  considerately  suggest,  are  of  far  greater 
value  than  the  lives  of  the  wretched  civilian  sight-seers. 

£  2 
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*  But,'  I  continue,  *  we  have  our  duty  to  perform  also. 
We  have  come  a  long  way,  and  must  see  things.' 

*  Ah,'  says  the  adjutant,  turning  to  the  wrecked  gun 
at  the  back  of  us,  '  those  poor  fellows  there  ' — directing 
his  finger  to  a  pile  of  stones — '  were  less  fortunate  than 
we.'  I  look  round,  and  at  once  understand  what  he 
means.  I  see  a  mysterious  shrunken  hand  sticking  out 
from  a  piece  of  cloth,  buried  under  a  boulder ;  then  a 
foot  and  part  of  a  leg,  beneath  a  piece  of  sacking  ;  then 
I  trace  the  skull  of  a  man ;  they  are  the  remains  of 
three  brave  Eussians  who  were  the  last  to  stand  on 
Takushan,  and  were  wrecked  with  their  gun. 

From  this  point  of  vantage  I  can  understand  why 
the  position  was  so  necessary  to  either  Eussians  or  Japs. 
Looking  now,  as  we  are,  towards  the  Japanese  position, 
I  can  see  for  miles  every  mountain  road  and  pass  through 
which  the  troops  will  have  to  advance.  Turning  right 
about,  I  can  look  over  the  Eussian  forts  into  the  harbour 
of  Port  Arthur.  Every  move  of  either  belligerent  can 
be  seen  from  this  point.  On  turning  again  towards  the 
Jap  position,  there  is  not  a  sign  of  a  living  being,  not  a 
gun  to  be  seen  ;  the  whole  country  is  absolutely  bare ;  and 
yet  guns  are  firing  from  apparently  empty  space,  and  their 
shells  are  falling  upon  the  enemy's  redoubts  and  forts. 

To  the  Eussians,  looking,  as  I  am,  from  a  similar 
point  of  vantage,  how  uncanny  it  must  be.  There  is  no 
sign  of  the  besiegers,  who  are,  however,  night  and  day 
proving  their  close  proximity  by  their  destructive 
artillery  fire. 
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1  We  must  go  now,'  said  the  adjutant,  '  or  you  won't 
get  back  by  nightfall.' 

It  is  an  easy  descent  down  Takushan,  but  it  takes 
us  more  than  fifteen  minutes,  and  yet  an  officer  tells  me 
that  the  assaulting  party  went  up  in  five.  I  look  again 
at  the  beetling  cliffs  above  me  and  wonder.  After  all, 
I  suppose  it  must  have  been  overwhelming  enthusiasm 
that  gave  those  troops  the  wings  of  eagles ;  or  can  my 
amiable  officer  friend  be  romancing  ? 

We  reach  Tobeshin  long  after  dark. 

September  10. — Barry's  birthday.  Splendid  morn- 
ing. Chosan  during  the  afternoon  turns  us  out  of  our 
room  to  prepare  for  to-night's  feast,  saying :  '  Master, 
you  go ;  my  savvy,  makee  all  litee.' 

When  we  return  to  dine  we  find  our  guests  are 
waiting  outside,  and  Chosan,  with  the  door  barred 
against  all  intruders,  still  busy  within.  We  knock  for 
admission,  but  the  hammering  does  not  affect  our  ser- 
vant till  he  is  quite  ready.  Then,  with  great  pomp,  the 
door  is  thrown  open.  It  is  really  a  remarkable  trans- 
formation from  our  usual  dull,  grey,  hole  of  a  dining- 
room.  Many  candles,  stuck  into  jam-pots,  illumine  the 
scene  from  certain  points  of  vantage,  and  there  is  a 
cluster  of  them  in  beer  bottles  on  the  table,  casting  their 
light  on  a  surprising  novelty  to  our  guests  as  well  as 
ourselves — a  dazzling  white  table-cloth,  with  four  rosy- 
looking  apples  as  a  centre-piece  (a  birthday  present  from 
Chosan  to  Barry),  and  a  serviette  apiece. 

We  all  marvel  at  the  genius  of  Chosan  in  evolving  a 
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table-cloth  from  the  wilds  of  Manchuria,  but  I  discover 
later  that  it  is  one  of  Barry's  night-shirts  cut  into  two, 
with  the  sleeves  split  up  into  table-napkins. 

September  13. — '  There's  not  much  going  on  this 
morning,'  says  Barry.  '  I  want  to  know  if  you  have  time 
to  tell  me  about  the  Manchu  Maru  trip — you  saw  the 
Corean  Emperor  and  Togo.     Have  you  time  ? ' 

'Oh,  yes,  I  have  just  sent  off  my  budget  to  the 
"  News,"  and  have  nothing  to  do.  Of  course  you  know 
we  called  on  all  the  Japanese  naval  bases  en  route  to 
Corea,  and  I  can  assure  you  it  was  a  revelation  to  me : 
these  Japs  have  done  wonders  since  I  was  with  them  ten 
years  ago.  I  feel  it  as  a  personal  satisfaction  that  they 
have  advanced  so  much  with  their  navy,  because  what  I 
saw  of  the  handling  of  the  ships,  and  the  way  in  which 
they  disembarked  their  infantry  on  the  Liaotung  Pen- 
insula, a  decade  since,  inspired  me  with  the  happy 
thought  of  suggesting,  in  several  press  interviews  I  had 
in  1895,  an  alliance  with  England,  and  that,  as  you 
know,  afterwards  came  about. 

1  They  can  make  everything  necessary  to  carry  on 
a  naval  war,  with  the  exception  of  battleships  and 
cruisers.  I  saw  one  first-class  torpedo-boat  in  course  of 
construction.  Their  workshops  and  machinery  for 
making  guns  and  ammunition  are  equal,  for  the  size,  to 
any  of  the  arsenals  in  Europe.  Then  the  training  of 
their  cadets :  well,  nothing  can  be  much  better.  The 
physical  end  of  it  is  certainly  finer  than  any  I  have  yet 
seen.     Of  course,  I  did  not  see  the  gun  factory  at  Osaka  ; 
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but  you  will  be  able  to  judge  what  work  they  are  capable 
of  turning  out  when  those  11 -inch  mortars  arrive.  I  bet 
they  will  surprise  the  Eussians,  who,  up  to  now,  know 
that  we  have  nothing  to  equal  their  coast  defence 
10-inch  guns. 

1  Sasebo,  one  of  the  most  important  of  their  naval 
stations,  is  the  most  snug  and  curiously  hidden,  out-of- 
the-way  place  you  could  possibly  imagine.  Viscount 
Enoui,  who  was  with  us,  told  me  there  was  a  similar 
harbour  in  the  North  Island,  almost  opposite  Vladi- 
vostock.  The  contour  of  the  coast  near  Sasebo  is  such  an 
upheaval  of  volcanic  matter,  a  chaos  of  rugged  hills,  that 
the  opening  into  this  wonderful  harbour  is  difficult  to 
discover  among  the  many  false  inlets  breaking  the  coast 
line.  When  you  do  find  the  opening,  the  narrow  straits 
leading  into  the  bay  are  bristling  with  guns,  and  when 
they  are  passed  the  stretch  of  water  before  one  looks 
like  a  placid  Cumberland  lake  with  no  sign  of  big  craft 
upon  it.  You  steam  a  mile  along  this  lake  towards  steep 
hills  sheer  down  into  the  waters,  then,  just  as  you  think 
you  are  running  into  them,  you  turn  suddenly  to  your 
left,  through  another  narrow  pass,  and  there  appears  a 
haze  of  smoke,  through  which  numerous  transports  and 
ships  of  war  are  seen,  and  beyond,  busy  repairing  docks 
and  a  bustling  township.  Two  hundred  ships  can  lie 
perdu  in  that  harbour,  while  all  the  fleets  in  the  universe 
might  be  roving  outside  for  months  on  the  look-out,  and 
never  find  them. 

1  We  had  an  excellent  crowd  on  board  the  "  excursion 
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steamer,"  as  some,  who  were  sorry  they  didn't  come, 
christened  it.  There  were  Jap  peers,  members  of  the 
Legislature,  and  naval  attaches  galore.  I  had  a  most 
interesting  chat  with  a  prominent  member  of  the  Lower 
House  as  to  what  Japan  will  do  after  the  war  if  she  is 
victorious.  He  told  me  that  he  knew  it  was  the  intention 
of  the  Mikado's  Government  not  to  annex  a  foot  of  Corea 
or  Manchuria.  They  are  not  going  to  play  the  game  of 
bluff  that  Russia  has  been  playing.  They  will  show  the 
whole  world  that  the  war  is  being  carried  on  to  assure 
them  that  Japan  will  have  no  more  fear  of  an  inroad 
by  the  Muscovite  on  the  dear,  beloved  Land  of  the  Rising 
Sun.  Corea  will  be  for  the  Coreans,  and  Manchuria 
will  still  belong  to  China.  In  fact,  they  will  occupy  the 
latter  country  as  we  occupy  Egypt — whatever  that  may 
mean,  my  dear  Barry.  Open  doors  everywhere,  but 
Japan  with  the  first  foot  in.  She  has  the  first  foot  in 
Corea ;  you  may  be  certain  we  found  this  everywhere. 
Her  consuls  have  the  finest  sites  for  their  residences, 
and  there  are  Japanese  colonies  in  every  town.  The 
people  of  Corea  don't  seem  unhappy  in  face  of  this 
inroad,  but  for  one  thing,  and  that  is,  that  wherever  the 
Jap  goes  he  carries  cleanliness  and  tidiness  with  him, 
and  this  the  inhabitants  of  the  Land  of  the  Morning 
Calm  seem  to  abhor.  I  don't  think  I  have  ever  met 
with  people  who  live  in  such  a  state  of  filth,  and  at  first 
you  think,  by  their  costumes  of  white  cotton,  which  the 
highest  and  the  lowest  of  them  wear,  that  they  must 
be  quite  a  dainty,  well-washed  people.     This  is  not  the 
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fact,  believe  me.  They  do  little  washing — only  their 
clothes,  and  those  but  the  outer  garment.  They  are  a 
gentle  and  amiable  race,  and  seem  to  lazily  smoke  their 
lives  away  through  pipes  at  least  a  yard  long.  They  wear 
the  most  curious-looking  hats,  which  are  somewhat  like 
the  Welsh  stove-pipe,  and,  ordinarily,  black  ;  but,  owing 
to  the  death  of  the  Empress,  all  Corea  is  in  mourning, 
and  most  people  have  gone  in  for  white  hats — just  the 
reverse  of  the  European  custom.  Those  who  can't 
afford  to  purchase  a  white  one,  stick  a  piece  of  white 
paper,  the  size  of  a  luggage  label,  on  the  top,  and  "  Hey 
presto  !  "  they  are  at  once  in  the  fashion. 

*  They  really  wear  a  double  head-gear,  for  under  these 
hats — which  are  jauntily  tied  with  tape  below  their 
chins — are  skull-caps,  so  tightly  bound  round  on  the 
head  that  the  flesh  bulges  out  below  the  strap.  It  is 
said  that  one  can  always  tell  the  skull  of  a  Corean  from 
that  of  any  other  nationality  by  the  indentations  round 
the  cranium  caused  by  this  excessive  pressure.  This 
curious  head-and-skull-cap  figures  considerably,  not  only 
on  their  heads,  but  in  many  things.  For  instance, 
before  European  uniforms  and  kapis  came  into  fashion, 
a  company  officer,  instead  of  saying  to  his  contingent : 
"  The  right  file  will  move  three  paces  to  the  front,  quick 
march,"  would  order  :  "  The  front  and  rear  hats  on  the 
right,"  etc. 

*  Oh,  they  are  a  quaint  people  !  A  Corean  woman, 
when  she  marries,  never  sees  her  husband  till  the 
day  of  the  wedding,  and  when  married   is   not   per- 
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mitted  to  speak  in  his  presence  till  the  first  child  is 
born.' 

'And,'  chips  in  Barry,  'when  that  event  occurs, 
you  bet,  Villiers,  they  make  up  for  lost  time.' 

1  Mothers-in-law  are  not  allowed  to  make  conversa- 
tion for  their  daughters.  A  Corean  honeymoon  is 
therefore  probably  dull.  Yes,  they  are  a  curious  people. 
In  the  markets  in  Seoul  eggs  are  sold  by  the  yard,  fixed 
up  in  long  tubes  of  straw,  three  feet  in  length,  and 
small  birds  are  strung  on  string  and  vended  in  the  same 
manner. 

'  Still,  not  all  the  people  lead  quiet,  uninteresting 
lives  in  Corea.  For  those  living  up  in  the  hills  there 
is  considerable  sport.  The  men  hunt  the  tiger  for  six 
months,  and  then,  when  the  snow  is  on  the  ground, 
the  tigers  hunt  the  men  for  the  other  half  of  the  year.' 

'  Tell  me  about  the  Emperor.' 

'  Don't  get  impatient,  Barry ;  try  a  pot  of  raspberry, 
and  mark  time  with  the  spoon.  I  am  coming  to  him 
soon. 

'  The  day  before  his  Majesty  accorded  an  interview  to 
our  party  he  gave  us  a  splendid  luncheon  in  the 
grounds  of  the  "  Palace  of  Prosperity  and  Virtue."  We 
made  a  brave  show  in  'rickshas  and  carriages  driving 
through  the  narrow  streets  towards  the  eastern  gate. 
The  foreign  naval  attaches,  in  their  white  uniforms 
plastered  with  decorations,  their  gold  epaulettes  and 
aigulettes;  members  of  the  Japanese  House  of  Peers,  in 
the  newest  and  shiniest  of  silk  hats  ;    the  Japanese 
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correspondents,  in  frock-coats  and  solar  tope's ;  the 
English  war  correspondents,  mostly  in  evening  dress 
with  pith  helmets,  represented  no  less  than  nine  or  ten 
different  nationalities.  We  suddenly  left  the  filthy 
streets  and  passed  through  a  gate  into  a  fairyland  of 
greenery,  shady  avenues,  lotus  ponds  and  Chinese 
pavilions.  On  the  second  floor  of  the  largest  of  these, 
overlooking  the  lotus  pond,  we  were  entertained  to  a 
cold  collation  in  European  style,  which  would  have  done 
justice  to  a  Delmonico  or  a  Carlton.  The  wines  were 
well  matured  and  of  the  choicest  brands,  while  the 
cooking  was  simply  perfection.  It  was  a  blazing  hot 
day,  and  I  can  assure  you  that  the  ice  cream  was  one  of 
the  most  grateful  dishes  going.  I  discovered  that  the 
feast  was  provided  under  the  personal  superintendence 
of  an  Alsatian  lady,  a  Miss  Sontag,  who  had  been  for 
years,  I  believe,  at  the  Russian  Embassy,  and  had  found 
her  way  into  the  household  of  the  Corean  Emperor,  who 
had  retained  her  on  purpose  to  look  after  European 
guests  at  the  Imperial  Court. 

*  I  tell  you  what,  Barry,  the  Emperor  may  not  be 
able  to  govern  his  own  country,  but  he  knows  how  to 
entertain  European  visitors  as  well  as  any  ruler  in  a 
more  enlightened  land. 

1  The  following  day  the  Emperor  granted  the  guests 
of  the  Japanese  Government  and  passengers  on  the 
Manchu  Maru  an  audience.  After  the  peers,  attaches 
and  members  of  the  Diet  had  been  presented,  those  of 
the  Fourth  Estate  were  received. 
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'  George  Kennan  suggested  that,  as  I  was  the  doyen 
of  the  correspondents,  I  should  take  the  lead.  The 
result  was  that  the  Master  of  the  Ceremonies  coached 
me  in  one  or  two  matters  regarding  our  behaviour 
before  the  Emperor,  in  which  I  was  to  tutor  my  colleagues. 
The  European  frock-coat  and  silk-hat  costume  is  the 
fashion  for  presentation  during  the  day  in  Corea.  But 
our  crowd  had  a  curious  assortment  of  apparel ;  evening 
dress  predominating.  The  Chamberlain  excused  us  on 
the  score  of  being  travellers,  and  we  could  wear  any- 
thing of  a  dark  nature.  One  of  the  amateur  correspon- 
dents had  managed  to  rig  up  a  sort  of  evening  dress,  and 
looked  all  right  till  you  came  to  his  shoes — and  they 
were  of  the  lawn  tennis  description,  which  he  had  well 
chalked  for  the  occasion.  I  told  him  that  I  couldn't 
pass  the  shoes.  He  proposed  to  take  them  off,  but  his 
socks  were  of  a  brilliant  aniline  dye.  The  Imperial 
Oriental  eye,  keen  to  bright  colours,  would  notice  them 
at  once.  He  then  seemed  to  be  struck  with  a  happy 
thought,  and  hurried  out  of  the  room.  Just  as  we  were 
being  marshalled  into  the  corridor  leading  to  the 
Imperial  presence,  he  returned  with  a  pair  of  ammuni- 
tion boots  that  he  had  borrowed  from  the  sentry 
standing  guard  at  the  American  Legation.  To  my 
astonishment  he  wore  two  medals. 

*  "  Did  you  borrow  these  as  well  ?  "  I  whispered. 

'  "  No,"  he  indignantly  replied  ;  "  they  are  my  own." 

'  "  Didn't  know  you  had  seen  any  fighting,"  I  said. 
"  But  what  are  they  ?  they  are  too  pretty  for  war  medals." 
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1 "  Fact  is,"  said  he,  "  one  is  my  football  club  medal, 
and  the  other— well,  three  of  us  had  made  a  journalistic 
scoop,  and  we  wanted  to  remember  the  occasion,  so  we 
presented  each  other  with  medals.  Hope  you  like  the 
ribbon  ;  my  best  girl  gave  me  that.  I  tell  you,  Villiers," 
said  he,  "  this  is  a  most  exclusive  decoration  ;  there  are 
only  three  in  the  whole  world.  Now  look  at  yours. 
One  of  them,  I  know,  is  as  common  as  pea-nuts  " — (he 
was  referring  to  the  South  African) — "  there  are  at  least 
150,000  kicking  around." 

1 1  couldn't  well  contradict  him  ;  besides,  there  was 
no  time.  We  were  in  the  presence  of  the  Ruler  of  the 
Land  of  the  Morning  Calm.  It  was  a  large  room,  with  a 
dais  at  the  further  end,  looking  very  much  as  if  it  were 
arranged  for  an  amateur  performance.  The  ceiling  and 
walls  were  white,  and  there  was  a  cluster  of  electric 
lamps  hanging  over  the  dais,  which  was  covered  with 
red  cloth.  On  either  side  the  ceiling  was  supported  by 
white  columns,  up  which  wriggled  Imperial  yellow 
dragons.  At  the  back  of  the  dais  was  a  silken  screen, 
with  reeds,  storks  and  other  birds  embroidered  upon 
it.  In  front  of  it  stood  the  Emperor,  by  the  side  of  a 
Louis  Quatorze  chair.  On  his  left  was  the  Crown 
Prince,  also  standing ;  and  on  the  second  step  of  the 
stage,  to  the  right  of  the  Imperial  Prince,  was  a  tall, 
sickly-looking  person,  dressed  in  similar  costume  to  the 
Emperor's,  which  was  an  ivory-white  gown,  with  white 
girdle,  and  the  white  Corean  cap  with  short  wings  on 
either  side  of  it.     This  was  the  Chief  Eunuch— a  most 
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important  personage  at  the  Court  of  the  Morning 
Calm. 

1  As  I  entered  with  the  contingent  of  war  corre- 
spondents they  took  the  signal  from  me,  and  we  made  a 
low  bow.  We  then  skirted  a  large  table  which  was  in 
the  centre  of  the  room  ;  thirty  feet  from  the  door  we  made 
another  bow,  and  finally,  on  arriving  within  six  feet  of 
the  throne  we  made  a  third  obeisance — a  long  one  to  the 
Emperor  and  a  shorter  one  to  the  Crown  Prince. 

'  The  Emperor  was  a  small  man,  with  a  rather  bright, 
intelligent  face.  The  Crown  Prince  was  more  robust, 
and  a  foot  taller,  with  a  long  flabby  countenance  and  a 
vacuous  stare.  The  Chief  Eunuch  had  a  most  intelli- 
gent face,  but  looked  much  more  bored  than  the  other 
two.  The  Emperor  wore  a  good-humoured  expression 
when  the  bustling  little  Master  of  Ceremonies  took  the 
bunch  of  cards  from  me  which  I  had  collected  from  my 
colleagues.  He  handed  them  to  the  Crown  Prince, 
who  fingered  them  very  gingerly,  and  did  not  seem 
quite  to  know  what  to  do  with  them.  He  held  them  for 
a  moment  or  two  in  the  direction  of  the  Emperor,  and 
then  nursed  them  carefully  with  both  hands.  The 
Master  of  the  Ceremonies  motioned  me  to  step  forward, 
and  our  interpreter  came  up  to  my  side.  His  Imperial 
Majesty  then  spoke,  and  our  interpreter  translated  to  me  : 

' "  I  hope,"  said  he,  "  that  you  and  your  brethren  of 
the  Press  have  had  a  pleasant  journey." 

'  I  said :  "  Tell  his  Imperial  Majesty  that  we  have 
had  a  most  delightful  journey." 


\ 
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1  The  Emperor  showed  his  teeth,  and  smiled  in  the 
most  urbane  manner  upon  us  all.  Then  there  was 
rather  an  awkward  pause,  and  I  understood  that  it  was 
time  to  go.  I  bowed  very  low  to  him,  and  slightly  to 
the  Crown  Prince,  and,  still  facing  the  throne,  backed 
my  way  towards  the  door.  It  was  a  difficult  matter, 
because  I  knew  there  was  that  wretched  table  in  the 
centre  of  the  room ;  but  I  successfully  avoided  it,  and 
safely  reached  my  destination.  I  did  this  as  quickly  as 
I  could,  because  I  wanted  to  take  a  few  notes  of  the 
scene  on  my  shirt-cuff.  As  I  was  doing  this,  to  my 
horror  I  saw  my  colleagues,  having  bowed  to  the 
Emperor  and  Crown  Prince,  make  a  very  elegant  salaam 
to  the  Chief  Eunuch,  who  was  more  disconcerted  than 
ever,  as  this  was  not  on  the  programme.  But  the 
Emperor  seemed  to  enjoy  this  faux  pas  on  the  part  of 
my  brethren  of  the  Press,  and  smiled  still  more  benignly. 

*  We  returned  to  the  reception  room,  where  we  were 
served  with  cake  and  some  excellent  champagne,  in 
which  we  drank  the  health  of  his  Imperial  Majesty. 
Then  we  got  into  our  'rickshas  and  drove  back  to  the 
hotel.' 

'  What  about  Togo  ?  '  says  Barry. 

'Well,  we  first  of  all  tried  getting  up  the  Yalu  to 
Antung ;  but  the  tide  and  rapids,  owing  to  the  recent 
rains,  prevented  us  from  going  up  the  river 

'  Great  Scott !  what's  that  ?  '  I  cry,  as  a  tremendous 
explosion  is  heard  outside  ;  ?  that's  a  big  one,  let's  come 
and  see  ! ' 
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We  hurry  to  the  end  of  the  village  and  meet 
D'Adda,  who  is  a  little  excited. 

*  Voyons  mes  amis  ! '  says  he.  The  Marquis  always 
breaks  into  French  when  agitated.  '  It  is  hot  absolu- 
ment' — (he  is  dancing  a  segment  of  shell  from  hand 
to  hand) — *  if  you  don't  hurry  you  all  will  it  miss.' 

A  10-inch  shell  has  burst  against  a  rock  in  the  dry 
bed  of  the  watercourse  at  the  end  of  the  hamlet.  About 
fifty  soldiers  in  their  dark  overcoats  have  been  seen  by 
the  enemy  skirting  our  village,  and  hence  the  coming  of 
the  projectile.  It  has  made  a  big  hole  in  the  stony 
river-bed,  and  Chinese  children  are  hunting  for  the  pieces. 

September  15. — *  Now  for  Togo'  (says  my  young  friend, 
after  the  guns  over  towards  the  Eleventh  Division  had 
slackened  their  fire),  'there's  nothing  much  this  afternoon. 
You  just  commenced  to  tell  me — you  remember — when 
that  wretched  10-inch  nickel-plated  shell  cut  it  short.' 

'  All  right,  if  you  take  the  chair  I  will  sling  myself  in 
the  hammock  and  start  afresh.     How  far  had  I  gone  ?  ' 

'  You  spoke  of  the  Yalu  river.' 

1  Oh,  yes ;  the  Manehu  Marti  left  that  vicinity 
suddenly,  after  a  couple  of  days  at  Chinampho,  revelling 
in  the  most  delightful  land  and  seascapes,  full  of  the  most 
delicate  colour  in  the  morning,  and  the  richest  and  most 
gorgeous  hues  I  have  ever  witnessed  at  sunset.  Towards 
evening  a  torpedo-boat  seemed  to  have  dropped  from 
the  heavens  and  began  shooting  through  the  waters  like 
a  lively  porpoise,  now  to  port  of  us  and  then  to  star- 
board.    One  of  Togo's  scouts  had  sighted  us. 


THBEE   MONTHS   WITH   THE   BESIEGEES     65 

1  The  morning  was  misty,  and  the  Manchurian  coast 
was  hardly  visible.  Soon  a  dull  grey  ridge  stood  out  on 
the  horizon,  ahead  and  starboard  of  us,  and  genial 
Captain  Takarabe  told  us  that  it  was  the  Elliott  group. 
There  was  considerable  excitement  on  board,  especially 
among  the  correspondents.  We  were  now  nearing  "  a 
Certain  Place  " — the  mysterious  naval  base  whence  all 
those  sharp  and  incisive  attacks  on  Port  Arthur  by  the 
Japanese  came  from.  Soon  the  greyness  passed  away, 
and  bright  patches  of  blue  sky  gradually  lit  up  the 
islands ;  but  there  was  no  sign  as  yet  of  any  naval  life 
on  these  waters,  not  even  a  scouting  torpedo-boat.  It 
came  upon  us  as  a  flash,  this  "  certain  place."  Those 
who  were  eagerly  watching  through  their  glasses  almost 
gasped  for  breath.  A  wide  bay  suddenly  opened  out, 
a  dense  cloud  of  smoke  hanging  over  it,  and  in  the 
centre,  near  a  lofty  grey  rock,  with  a  crown  of  emerald 
grass  on  its  summit,  the  victorious  fleet  lay  at  anchor. 
The  sun  was  setting  behind  this  rock,  whose  shape  was 
as  sheer  as  that  of  Gibraltar,  turning  everything  into 
tones  of  russet  and  molten  gold ;  the  black  pall  of  smoke 
above  looked  like  a  curtain  about  to  descend  and  shut 
out  the  picture. 

'  It  was  a  busy  scene ;  some  forty  ships,  with  fires 
banked,  all  vomiting  forth  smoke,  ready  and  alert,  lay  at 
anchor  in  the  vicinity  of  the  rock.  Twenty  of  them 
were  in  their  dull  slate-coloured  garb  of  war. 
Battleships,  first-class  cruisers,  destroyers,  and  torpedo 
craft ;  and,  trailing  off  to  the  right  of  the  emerald- capped 
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crag,  stretching  towards  the  main-land,  were  transports, 
repairing  ships,  colliers,  and  the  hospital  boat  the 
Bossetta  Maru.  Those  battleships  we  now  admiringly 
gazed  on  had  all  made  history.  Every  one  had  seen 
action,  and  had  gone  through  inconceivable  wear  and 
tear.  The  Kasuga  and  the  Nisshin,  the  armoured 
cruisers  brought  out  from  Italy  by  English  and  mixed 
crews,  were  lying  at  anchor  in  front  of  the  line  of  battle- 
ships, composed  of  the  Asahi,  Fugi,  Yashima,  and  the 
flagship  the  Mikasa.  We  steamed  past  the  two  guard- 
ships,  one,  the  oldest  vessel  in  the  Japanese  service,  still 
a  useful  and  well-appointed  craft.  When  she  first 
arrived  in  Japan,  in  1882,  the  country  was  overjoyed  in 
possessing  at  last  a  European -built  war  vessel,  and 
people  visited  her  in  thousands. 

*  We  anchored  near  these  outposts  as  night  fell.  From 
the  masts  of  the  guardships  a  bright  light  suddenly 
flashed  out  and  as  quickly  died  away — the  commander 
was  proving  the  electric  circuit.  Then  the  whole  fleet 
disappeared  in  the  gloaming,  and  not  a  light— even 
the  glow  of  a  cigarette — pierced  the  darkness.  We 
were  in  the  zone  of  operations,  not  more  than  three 
hours'  steam  from  the  Russian  squadron  at  Port  Arthur. 
I  simply  tell  you,  Barry,  what  I  saw  ;  what  I  did  not  see 
was  the  most  remarkable  of  all.  This  "  Certain  Place  " 
is  the  most  ideal  of  rendezvous,  it  is  guarded  by  small 
islands  threaded  together  by  ten  miles  of  booms,  com- 
posed of  steel  hawsers  and  lumber,  to  avoid  a  torpedo 
rush  by  the  enemy.     Perfectly  snug  and  comfortable,  the 
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Togo  fleet  had  been  there  since  the  first  attack  on  Port 
Arthur,  and  the  Russians  had  not  been  able  to  locate 
them,  or  dared  to  attempt  a  raid.  A  wireless  system  of 
communication  from  a  headland,  with  stations  along  the 
coast  in  connection  with  scouting  ships,  might  bring  the 
message  :  "  Russian  Fleet  is  leaving  the  harbour  "  ;  and 
within  four  hours  Togo  would  be  drawn  up  in  battle  array 
at  a  point  ready  to  bar  the  further  progress  of  the  enemy. 
The  next  morning  we  were  shifted  out  of  sight,  and  out 
of  the  way  of  the  fighting  squadron.  In  the  forenoon 
the  Manchu  Maru  went  out  with  a  scouting  section  along 
the  coast  to  within  ten  miles  of  the  Muscovite  stronghold, 
and  returned  south  via  the  Blonde  Islands,  where, 
anchored  in  the  middle  of  the  group,  we  found  the  great 
Togo  himself  on  board  the  Mikasa  ready  to  receive  us. 
I  can  assure  you  that  was  a  moment  one  would  always 
remember,  when  our  boat,  steaming  between  the  flagship 
and  another  battleship,  dropped  anchor. 

*  The  crowd  of  men  with  eager,  interested  faces, 
swarming  the  decks  of  those  towering  grey  hulls,  anxious 
to  get  a  glimpse  of  the  new-comers  who,  to  them,  had 
just  arrived  from  quite  another  world — the  peaceful 
world — their  beloved  Nippon — which  many  had  given  up 
all  hope  of  ever  seeing  again.  Soon  the  pinnaces  were 
busy,  and  we  were  all  put  on  board  the  Mikasa. 
Admiral  Togo  is  a  small  man,  turning  grey,  with  a 
short-cropped  naval  beard,  and  a  face  that  shows 
little  emotion ;  most  polite  in  manner,  he  paid  us 
every    attention,    considering  his   time  was  taken  up 
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with  more  important  matters.  He  complimented  us  on 
our  enterprise  in  coming  so  far  from  the  other  side  of 
the  globe  to  see  what  his  countrymen  were  doing. 
Then  we  drank  his  health ;  and  after  that  were  let  loose 
over  the  ship. 

1 1  have  been  on  British  warships  while  in  action, 
or  on  the  verge  of  meeting  the  foe,  but  I  never  saw 
any  decks  more  trim,  and  the  men  and  officers  neater 
and  smarter,  than  the  crowd  on  the  Mikasa.  Of 
course,  they  were  prepared  for  us ;  but  still,  in  time  of 
war,  Admirals  are  too  busy  to  waste  much  time  in  fur- 
bishing up  for  visitors.  The  great  man  had  a  peculiar 
way  of  standing  with  both  hands  spread  out  on  his  hips 
and  his  arms  akimbo.  I  took  a  sketch  of  him  in  this 
position ;  and  then  I  found  a  most  amusing  coincidence : 
his  officers,  from  the  chief  of  his  staff  down  to  the 
middies,  all  aped  their  beloved  chief,  and  stood  with 
their  arms  and  hands  in  the  same  attitude.  Of  course, 
Togo  could  not  tell  us  anything  re  the  situation ;  but  I 
think  he  felt  fairly  satisfied  with  what  had  been  done, 
and  confident  that  he  could  eventually  smash  the 
Russian  Fleet. 

'When  I  returned  to  the  Manchu  Marit  I  found 
the  Admiral's  card  with  a  polite  message  asking  me  to 
excuse  him  returning  the  call,  as  he  was  just  now  so 
fully  occupied.' 

September  19. — We  are  off  to  the  First  Division  to-day, 
to  see  an  attack  on  Namakoyama.  It  is  about  eight  miles 
from  headquarters,  by  the  long  road  skirting  the  naval 
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battery,  and  about  a  third  less,  passing  close  behind  the 
guns.  Our  interpreters  have  strict  orders  not  to  take 
us  by  this  road,  as  the  ground  in  their  vicinity  is  pitted 
with  deep  shell  holes,  and  the  enemy's  projectiles  fall 
close  to  their  neighbourhood  night  and  day.  It  is  a 
bright,  sunny  morning,  and  the  little  contingent  of  war 
correspondents  attached  to  the  besieging  army  are  full  of 
joy  at  the  prospect  of  seeing  another  fight  after  the  in- 
activity of  the  last  few  weeks.  We  keep  along  the 
valley  of  Dojosho  for  at  least  two  miles,  then  we  dive 
into  the  ravines  at  the  foot-hills,  and  ascend  toward  the 
extreme  western  hills  of  Port  Arthur.  Perched  on  the 
top  of  one  is  the  headquarters  of  the  First.  From 
below,  the  white  tents  look  like  limpet  shells  clinging 
to  a  perpendicular  crag,  but  after  a  stout  climb  one  dis- 
covers that  they  are  pitched  on  narrow  slips  of  terraces 
cut  out  of  the  rock  just  below  the  actual  summit.  Of 
course,  the  headquarters  staff  have  been  notified  by  tele- 
phone that  we  are  coming,  and  the  courteous  adjutant 
meets  us  at  the  beginning  of  the  little  encampment  and 
escorts  us  to  a  spacious  tent  erected  specially  for  our 
comfort ;  and  though  we  insisted  on  bringing  food, 
there  is  a  supply  of  biscuit  and  canned  beef  and  beer 
waiting  on  a  rough  plank  table  to  be  consumed  by  us. 

?  You  are  only  just  in  time ;  the  attack  begins  at 
three,'  says  the  genial  little  officer,  who  speaks  English 
and  French  with  considerable  fluency.  '  Light  another 
cigar  and  come  up  into  the  trenches.' 

We  follow  him,  in  Indian  file,  about  thirty  yards 
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further  up  the  hill,  when  we  dive  through  a  narrow 
cutting  and  find  ourselves  in  a  trench  that  runs  along 
the  actual  crest.  At  the  end  is  a  bomb-proof  shelter, 
and  near  it  is  the  chief  of  the  artillery  looking  through 
a  hyposcope,  and  snugly  seated  below  the  parapet  in 
perfect  safety,  at  least  from  bullet  fire.  This  is  not  our 
trench,  but  one  parallel  to  it,  and  we  are  cautioned  to 
show  ourselves  as  little  as  possible  in  crawling  from  one 
parallel  to  the  other.  At  last  we  are  peering  between 
sand-bags  and  gabions  on  to  a  remarkable  panorama — 
to  our  right  is  the  Japanese  objective  for  the  moment. 
Namakoyama  is  a  long  narrow  hill,  that  reminds  me  of 
a  miniature  table  mountain.  In  shape  it  resembles  a 
fish,  and  it  is  named  because  of  its  contour.  To  the 
right  is  another  hill,  divided  from  it  by  a  short 
valley,  called  203  Metre  Hill,  with  a  formidable  redoubt 
on  the  summit,  its  embrasures  bristling  with  cannon. 
On  Namakoyama  are  also  two  ominous-looking  muzzles 
sticking  up  on  the  sky  line.  To  our  left  centre  is  a 
stretch  of  open  country  and  the  ridges  of  the  western 
forts  guarding  Port  Arthur.  Idzushan,  or  the  Chair 
fort,  was  the  key  of  the  position  ten  years  ago  when  it 
was  captured  by  the  Japanese,  and  all  the  other  forts 
fell  in  a  day.  Next  to  it  is  Antsushan,  which  dominates 
203  Metre  Hill ;  beyond  this  is  an  uninterrupted  view 
of  the  harbour  and  the  new  town.  To  our  extreme  left 
is  the  Suichi  Valley  and  the  Kuropatkin  redoubts  rising 
out  of  the  plain.  To  our  extreme  right  the  country 
ripples  in  short  hills  and  valleys  towards  the  sea.  Every 
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hill  at  our  back,  and  left  or  right  flanks,  seems  to  carry 
Japanese  guns  of  different  calibre. 

In  our  immediate  front,  on  a  lower  ridge,  close 
on  the  base  of  our  objective,  some  twelve  guns  are 
making  excellent  practice  on  the  trenches  intersecting 
the  enemy's  position,  and  the  Russian  return  fire  is  so 
good  that,  but  for  the  cunning  emplacement  of  our 
guns,  and  the  capacious  manholes  of  the  batteries,  our 
gunners  would  suffer  terribly.  We  could  not  be  in  a  better 
position  for  sight- seeing.  The  whole  scene  of  action 
lies  before  us,  and,  as  the  crow  flies,  not  more  than  four 
hundred  yards  away.  Occasional  shells  shriek  over 
our  heads,  intended  for  our  batteries  in  rear,  and  a  few 
burst  between  us  and  the  emplaced  guns  below,  while 
the  dust  from  the  debris  is  now  and  again  blown  into 
our  faces.  Yet  one  of  the  '  out  for  the  fun '  young  men 
is  not  satisfied.  He  wants  to  be  nearer,  to  let  people 
think  that  his  stout  heart  has  no  qualms  of  fear.  He 
says  to  our  interpreter : 

'Can't  I  go  right  there?'  pointing  to  a  ridge  a 
hundred  yards  nearer  the  position. 

*  I  have  orders  simply  to  bring  you  gentlemen  here,' 
replies  the  interpreter. 

1  Won't  you  go  and  ask  the  General,  from  me,  if  I 
can't  go  right  there  ? ' 

I  cannot  help  remonstrating,  for  the  officer  seems 
perplexed.  I  say :  '  Don't  you  think  your  request  is 
rather  inconsistent?  The  General  has  already  provided 
his  own  private  box  for  the  show ' — for  he  was,  with  his 
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Staff,  directing  the  attack  from  the  same  trench  ;  *  and 
you  want  this  officer  to  go  and  bother  him  in  the  middle 
of  the  fight  with  this  silly  request.' 

*  It's  not  your  business,  anyhow,'  he  replies. 

I  tell  him  I  think  it  is  very  much  my  affair,  and  that 
it  is  the  business  of  all  the  war  correspondents  to  give  as 
little  trouble  as  possible  to  officers  on  the  field.  How- 
ever, as  his  request  is  not  taken  to  the  General,  we  other 
correspondents  are  saved  from  that  humiliation. 

The  chain  of  forts  attacked  is  an  extensive  one,  and 
it  is  difficult  for  those  not  behind  the  scenes  to  know  on 
which  forts  the  Japs  intend  to  drive  the  assault  home. 
Far  away  to  our  left  smoke  curls  up  from  the  Kuro- 
patkin  redoubts ;  an  assault  or  demonstration  is  going 
on  there.  On  the  right,  203  Metre  Hill  is  almost 
obscured  by  the  rain  of  shells  that  pours  into  it  from 
our  guns,  and  our  objective  in  our  immmediate  front  is 
being  pounded  by  our  guns  below.  Neither  of  these 
forts  shows  any  sign  of  life,  for  the  shells  that  burst 
around  our  batteries  come  from  the  forts  across 
the  harbour.  They  loom  up  dark  and  weird  from 
the  valley  below,  and  the  full  yellow  flashes  of  our 
projectiles  as  they  rend  rock  and  soil  stand  out 
incessantly  on  their  purple  flanks,  looking  like  the  fiery 
fissures  of  an  active  volcano.  It  is  long  past  three. 
Our  infantry,  hidden  in  the  folds  of  the  short  valley 
below,  have  not  yet  made  a  move.  A  keen  north  wind 
is  blowing  a  strong  gale  over  the  hill-tops.  I  have  no 
overcoat  with  me,  and  suffer  considerably  from  the  cold  ; 
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but  the  blood  soon  tingles  through  my  veins  when  the 
sharp  detonation  of  rifles  below  tells  us  that  the  infantry 
attack  has  at  last  commenced.  It  is  a  steep  climb  up 
the  face  of  Namakoyama,  and  the  little  men  go  slowly. 
In  the  deep  purple  of  the  hill,  for  the  sun  is  now  sinking, 
the  Japs  are  hardly  discernible  in  their  khaki  uniforms. 
They  have  no  impedimenta  in  the  way  of  haversack  or 
rolled  overcoat.  These  are  left  with  the  reserves  down  in 
the  hollow.  The  men  are  practically  stripped  for  the  fray. 
An  iron  ration  of  hardtack,  a  piece  of  dried  salt  fish  in 
the  hip  pocket,  and  a  bottle  of  water  slung  from  a 
strap  over  the  shoulder,  are  the  rations  for  each  man ; 
they  carry  200  rounds  of  ammunition  in  the  three 
pouches  attached  to  their  belts.  With  a  light  step  they 
spring  up  the  glacis.  The  Eussian  trenches  half-way 
up  the  slope  belch  forth  a  warm  welcome  to  the  on- 
coming foe.  So  deadly  is  their  fire  that  it  is  dark 
before  the  Japs  gain  the  shelter  of  the  broken  ground 
made  by  their  artillery.  Patches  here  and  there  on  the 
trail  of  the  advance,  of  a  lighter  colour  than  the  soil, 
tell  us  that  the  enemy's  bullets  have  found  many 
billets,  and  the  Eed  Cross  contingent  are  creeping  up — 
for  it  is  now  almost  dark — from  the  hollow,  to  the  succour 
of  those  among  them  who  may  still  breathe  the  pure 
cool  air  of  the  coming  night. 

The  fighting  suddenly  ceases,  the  Japs  have  post- 
poned their  attack ;  and  the  Muscovites  in  their  trenches 
are  probably  glad  of  the  temporary  respite,  for  the  sparks 
of  fire  spluttering  along  the  parapets  eventually  die  out. 
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It  is  becoming  darker  and  darker.  In  the  gloaming  a 
figure  creeps  along  over  the  reverse  bank  of  our  trench, 
and  calls  to  us  in  a  low  voice : 

*  Gentlemen,  gentlemen  ! '  (we  all  turn  towards  the 
speaker)  '  the  dinner  is  ready.' 

It  is  our  kindly  adjutant  asking  us  to  come  below 
and  partake  of  an  excellent  omelette  and  some  stew, 
with  a  cup  of  hot  tea.  I,  for  one,  hail  the  welcome 
summons  with  joy,  for  a  sudden  chill  has  caught  me, 
and  my  teeth  are  chattering  with  a  fit  of  ague.  Two 
good-natured  comrades  ply  me  with  raw  brandy  till 
a  reaction  sets  in,  and,  rolled  in  a  blanket,  I  soon 
become  fairly  comfortable.  The  wind  is  pitiless,  the 
tent  is  nearly  rent  with  each  boisterous  blast ;  but  we 
huddle  close  together  for  warmth  on  Japanese  mats 
spread  on  planks  over  the  raw  hillside,  and  soon  forget 
wind,  weather,  and  war,  in  deep,  well-earned  slumber. 

September  20. — Fine  bright  morning,  but  the  wind 
still  howls  round  the  hill-tops.  It  is  bitterly  cold.  The 
fighting  has  not  yet  recommenced,  so  we  take  a  ration 
of  hot  coffee,  and  then  battle  against  the  strong  gusts  up 
to  the  crest  again,  and  into  our  trench.  The  cannon 
are  silent  this  morning,  and  the  rifles  are  not  yet  busy. 
What  has  happened  ?  Ah  !  there  are  our  little  men,  as 
lively  as  crickets,  but  close  under  the  walls  of  the 
enemy's  trenches  now,  unseen  by  the  Eussians  from  the 
topmost  ridge  of  the  position.  From  their  cover  the 
Japs  are  waving  many  flags — those  with  the  red  disc  on 
a  field  of  white— the  national  ensign  of  Japan.    At  first 
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I  think  they  are  signalling  across  the  narrow  valley 
that  divides  us ;  but  they  are  only,  as  usual,  letting  our 
artillery  know  how  far  they  have  advanced,  to  avoid 
dropping  shells  among  them  when  they  open  fire.  Rein- 
forcements are  wending  their  way  through  the  narrow 
valleys  in  our  rear,  and  massing  in  the  hollow  below. 

I  am  stricken  again  with  the  throes  of  ague.  Can 
I  stand  this  icy,  nipping  wind,  that  penetrates  through 
the  stoutest  clothing,  to  the  finish  ? 

It  is  nearly  four  o'clock;  the  din  from  at  least  a 
hundred  guns  rumbles  and  re-echoes,  and  the  fiendish 
shrieks  and  wails  of  the  shells  skim  our  height  in  their 
flight  towards  Namakoyama  and  203  Metre  Hill.  The 
little  men  pour  out  from  their  cover  to  swell  the  ranks 
of  those  already  half-way  up  the  glacis.  Those  hiding 
below  the  first  trench  take  cover  no  longer,  but,  with 
loud  '  Banzais,'  race  up  towards  the  fort.  The  crest 
is  at  once  a  blaze  of  flame,  which  runs  along  the  edge 
like  molten  metal,  and  the  two  ominous  muzzles,  break- 
ing the  sky-line,  point  and  vomit  their  shrapnel  over 
the  on-coming  battalions.  Great  heavens,  if  I  can  only 
hold  out  against  this  racking  ague  till  they  reach  that 
flame-tipped  ridge !  It  is  no  use.  I  am  led  down  to 
the  shelter  of  the  tent,  and  out  of  that  torturing,  biting 
wind.  I  see  Kamada,  the  Russian  interpreter,  as  I 
leave  the  trench,  a  Japanese  I  had  taught  to  sketch  in 
the  European  fashion.  '  Do  me  a  favour,  good  fellow  ; 
watch  the  final  rush  for  me  and  finish  my  sketch.'  He 
smilingly  assures  me  he  will  not  fail  me.    And  amidst 
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the  din  and  shouts  I  close  my  eyes  in  anguish,  hold  my 
chattering  jaws  in  my  hands  and  try  not  to  think. 

The  final  rush  lasts  no  longer  than  fifteen  minutes  ; 
but  it  is  a  stiff  fight,  in  which  hand  grenades  are  thrown 
in  the  faces  of  the  stout  defenders  by  the  Japs  as  they 
spring  upon  them  with  bayonet  or  clubbed  rifles.  A  hand- 
to-hand  fight,  in  the  light  of  the  snapping  grenades — 
for  the  gloaming  has  set  in — along  the  whole  length  of 
the  table.  The  Russians  fly  down  the  reverse  slope 
towards  Port  Arthur.  Namakoyama  is  in  the  hands 
of  the  Japanese,  so  are  the  Kuropatkin  forts;  but 
203  Metre  Hill  has  this  afternoon  held  its  own,  2,000 
Japanese  have  bitten  the  dust  in  their  fruitless  attempt 
to  capture  it,  and  lie  sprinkled  over  its  glacis.  The 
shell  fire  from  the  dominating  fort  of  Antsushan  has 
withered  the  forces  before  they  reach  its  summit,  and 
a  remnant  of  the  two  thousand,  less  than  fifty  men, 
are  clinging  to  the  cover  made  by  the  shell-holes  at  its 
base,  determined  on  at  least  a  foothold  on  the  coveted 
hill.  Among  the  slain  is  their  gallant  leader,  Colonel 
Yamamoto. 

September  24. — Up  at  six  o'clock  to  start  at  seven, 
but,  as  usual,  interpreters  not  ready ;  nearly  nine 
before  we  get  away.  We  were  supposed  to  leave  early 
to  avoid  the  Russian  shells,  which,  when  the  sun  is  up 
and  glints  on  the  railway  as  it  turns  into  the  Suichi 
Valley  below  our  corn -patch,  come  tumbling  about  that 
section  of  our  road.  When  we  get  into  the  dangerous 
zone  we  find  the  village,  instead  of  deserted,  crowded  by 
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the  refugees  from  the  Suichi  Valley,  and  thronging 
with  women  and  children.  The  children  are  almost 
naked,  and  play  about  on  the  hard  threshing  floors,  as 
their  mothers,  in  the  most  unconcerned  manner,  gather 
up  the  golden  grain.  So  much  for  shell  fire.  The  road 
and  fields  are  scored  with  ruts  and  deep  holes,  with 
splinters  of  projectiles,  like  rabbit  warrens,  and  yet 
these  people  live  amongst  the  never-ceasing  rain  of  fire 
with  less  concern  than  we  would  show  to  the  fireworks 
on  Guy  Fawkes  day. 

Just  in  this  narrow  neck,  where  the  hills  almost 
close  on  each  other,  are  placed  the  Japanese  howitzers, 
and  down  at  their  base  are  two  eleven-inch  mortar 
pieces,  whose  carriages,  embedded  deep  in  the  cement, 
will  soon  be  ready  to  do  their  deadly  work.  These 
two,  with  four  others,  were,  but  ten  days  ago,  coming 
from  Dalny  by  rail.  Now  they  are  almost  ready 
for  use,  surrounded  with  the  most  perfect  man-holes 
for  the  guns'  crews,  and  tier  upon  tier  of  polished 
shells  awaiting  their  aerial  and  bloody  journey  into 
Port  Arthur.  For  these  guns,  and  others  of  even 
larger  calibre,  the  whole  army  is  waiting;  then  the 
final  attack,  in  which  the  Japanese  will  play  their  full 
hand,  will  take  place.  A  hundred  yards  or  more 
brings  us  to  a  culvert.  Here  sentries  are  placed  to 
warn  all  who  proceed  further  to  keep  a  certain  distance 
apart — from  15  to  20  yards — and  to  expect  any  adven- 
ture, in  which  bullets  and  shells  are  concerned,  till  the 
head-quarters  of  the  Ninth  Division  is  reached,  nearly 
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a  mile  away.  This  precaution  is  necessary,  for  the 
whole  strip  of  country  is  open,  and  we  are  in  full  sight 
of  the  Russian  position  and  within  a  few  hundred  yards 
of  their  firing  line. 

Shells  hurtle  through  the  air  and  burst  to  left  and 
right  as  we  hurry  over  the  open  country ;  but  these  surly 
messengers  are  not  aimed  at  us  solitary  figures  wending 
our  way  across  watercourses  and  through  stunted  fields, 
but  at  the  batteries  at  back  and  side  of  us.  It  is  only 
when  these  missiles  fall  short  of  their  target  that  one 
wishes  to  be  for  the  moment  elsewhere.  We  are  now 
within  cover  of  the  hills  under  which  the  camp  of  the 
Ninth  Division  lies  sheltered — sheltered  it  can  hardly 
be  called — screened,  more  likely ;  for  these  men  of  the 
famous  Ninth  have  got  into  the  habit  of  using  the  seg- 
ments of  the  uninvited  visitors  that  come  from  the 
mouths  of  the  cannon  as  tent  pegs.  As  usual,  the  head- 
quarters staff  are  ready  to  receive  us.  They  have  been 
notified  by  telephone  of  our  coming ;  the  result  is 
generous  hospitality.  Tea  and  dried  raisins — both  most 
refreshing  after  a  hot  walk — are  handed  round,  then  we 
go  and  see  the  fighting.  The  Japs  have  been  busy 
since  the  memorable  attack  on  the  Cockscomb  group  of 
the  forts,  known  as  the  East  and  West  Ban-u-san,  or  the 
Eternal  Dragon  Fort.  A  month  ago  they  had  to  traverse 
the  undulating  country,  under  a  scathing  fire  from  the 
enemy,  with  scant  cover  of  maize  and  millet  fields,  till 
the  ravines  at  the  base  of  the  Cockscomb  were  reached, 
when  they  collected  what  was  left  of  their  battalions  for 
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the  assault.  Now,  a  series  of  parallels  and  curtains 
makes  the  whole  journey  from  the  Ninth  Division  into  the 
actual  redoubt  a  fairly  safe  walk,  but  for  an  occasional 
shower  of  shrapnel. 

It  gives  me  quite  a  thrill  to  pass  over  the  historic 
ground  of  August  21  and  23,  when  the  heroic  seventy 
made  their  gallant  dash  for  the  casemate  of  the  fort,  and 
wrecked  the  machine-guns  with  their  hand-grenades. 
The  position,  though  four  weeks  have  passed  since  its 
capture,  is  still  a  warm  corner,  for  its  rear  trench 
confronts  the  enemy's  sharp-shooters,  who  are  en- 
trenched within  fifty  yards  of  the  Chinese  Wall,  which 
passes  below  the  Boudisan,  or  Watch  Tower  Hill.  The 
traverses  are  teeming  with  men  ready  for  any  possible 
assault  from  the  Russians.  Bullets  are  continually 
singing  over  our  heads,  and  showers  of  shrapnel  rend 
the  air  ;  for  that  rear  trench  is  practically  a  bone  of  con- 
tention night  and  day,  and  is  the  target  of  the  Russian 
fire  from  both  front  and  flanks.  The  Russians  have 
rushed  it  time  after  time,  holding  it  for  a  few  minutes, 
until  they  are  driven  back  to  their  lines  below  the 
wall.  Through  the  day  the  maimed  bodies  of  the 
sentries  keeping  guard  by  the  shattered  parapets  are 
noiselessly  brought  down  on  dripping  stretchers  to  the 
surgeons  below ;  or,  with  a  blanket  to  hide  their  rigid 
faces  and  stiffening  limbs,  they  lie  in  the  shadow  of  the 
trench  through  the  terrible  noonday  heat  till  night 
allows  their  comrades  to  give  them  decent  burial. 
Those  who  survive  the  terrible  watch  in  that  trench  are 
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relieved  every  half-hour,  for  the  colonel  told  me  that  he 
could  not  expect  his  men  to  stand  the  awful  strain  of 
that  bloody  sentry-go  for  a  longer  period. 

We  inquire  if  we  might  visit  the  position,  which  I  at 
once  christen  the  '  Thirty-minute  trench.'  There  is  a 
slight  hesitation  on  the  part  of  the  genial  colonel ;  but  on 
our  assurance  that  we  shall  absolve  him  from  any  respon- 
sibility regarding  our  safety,  he  practically  tells  us  that  our 
blood  may  be  upon  our  own  heads — and  consents.  Only 
two  are  allowed  to  proceed  at  a  time,  for  the  enemy  are 
sure  shots.  So  I  start  with  a  comrade,  with  ten  yards 
interval  between  us,  towards  the  zone  of  fire.  Taking 
our  bearings  from  an  officer  who  steals  on  in  our  front, 
we  pause  when  he  stops,  take  cover  when  he  makes 
signs,  advance  at  the  double,  or  slowly  nurse  the  wall  by 
the  parallel.  The  sun  is  beating  down  upon  us  in  a 
pitiless  manner,  the  air  is  close  and  oppressive ;  in  spite 
of  the  sanitary  state  of  the  fort — which  is  marvellous 
considering  the  men  cannot  move  an  inch  outside  its 
parapets — the  air  soon  becomes  more  oppressive  and 
absolutely  nauseating. 

*  Please  excuse,'  whispers  the  officer  conducting  us 
(for  no  voice  is  now  raised  above  a  whisper,  as  we  are 
within  hearing  of  the  Russian  sentries),  '  if  the  scent  be 
too  bad  ;  but  we  cannot  help  it.' 

We  peep  between  the  planks  supporting  a  bomb-proof 
shelter.  It  is  a  gruesome  sight ;  the  bodies  have  been 
there  for  months  glistening  in  the  sun.  The  Russians 
will  not  allow  us   to   sprinkle  the  ghastly  heap  with 
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wholesome  earth.  As  I  look  at  this  weird  sight  I 
remember  a  similar  scene  in  similar  weather  in  the 
same  latitude.  The  Eussians  suffered  in  the  way  the 
Japs  do  to-day  when  holding  the  Gravitza  redoubt  at 
Plevna,  in  1877.  The  Turks  would  not  allow  them  to 
bury  their  dead.  It  made  the  situation  more  terrible 
for  the  Eussian  outposts  to  face  the  festering  heaps  of 
their  dead  comrades,  night  and  day  for  four  weary 
months,  before  the  fall  of  that  fortress. 

It  is,  however,  a  dangerous  game,  nevertheless.  For 
the  little  men  facing  these  horrors  on  Ban-u-san  will  not 
be  cowed  by  a  barbarous  Turkish  trick ;  they  will  fight  all 
the  better.  They  take  it  as  a  stimulant ;  for  the  spirits 
of  those  uncremated  bodies,  lying  stark  to  the  sun,  are 
now  ever  at  the  elbows  of  their  living  comrades,  urging 
them  to  do  the  last  offices  to  their  material  remains,  so 
that  they  may  gain  eternal  peace  in  the  Shinto  Shades. 

The  sentries  in  that  appalling  place  are  moving  about 
like  caged  animals,  stealthily  creeping  from  one  loop- 
hole to  another  ;  getting  a  snap-shot  at  the  slightest 
movement  of  any  living  thing  at  the  opposite  side  of  the 
parapet,  and  then  quickly  dive  for  cover.  The  slightest 
sign  of  animation  from  our  trench,  or  the  sound  of  a 
voice,  will  bring  a  deadly  volley  from  the  enemy's 
marksmen.  The  bullets  plunge  into  the  sand-bags, 
splinter  the  stout  timber  shelter-frames,  and  the  rico- 
chets, spurting  in  their  erratic  course  from  all  quarters 
as  they  strike  sand -bag  and  rock,  make  me  come  to  the 
conclusion  that  I  was  never  before  in  quite  such  a  hell 
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as  this  Thirty-minute  trench.  I  take  much  less  than  the 
allotted  time  of  the  sentries'  guard  to  do  my  work  and 
gracefully  retire,  having  seen  enough  for  one  forenoon. 

Of  course,  as  usual,  when  we  get  back  to  head- 
quarters we  find  an  excellent  luncheon  provided  for  us, 
and  General  Oyshima  presents  us  with  some  sweetmeats 
which  his  wife  has  made  and  just  sent  from  Tokio.  I 
am  introduced  to  Major-General  Ichinobe,  the  officer 
who  eventually  succeeded  in  occupying  the  fort  after  the 
terrible  assault  of  the  Japanese  last  month.  But  for 
his  dark  skin,  made  darker  by  the  tan  of  the  sun,  he 
might  be  taken  for  a  European,  for  his  stature  is  above 
the  ordinary  Japanese,  and  the  strength  and  expression 
of  his  face  remind  me  of  my  late  friend  and  comrade, 
Archibald  Forbes. 

The  Toss  turns  up  to  luncheon,  gets  much  excited 
with  good  fare,  and  then,  as  usual,  has  a  fit  of  generosity. 
He  takes  a  great  fancy  to  one  little  officer  who  is 
excessively  polite  to  him,  pats  him  on  the  back,  and 
pulls  out  his  card-case : 

'  There,  that's  where  you'll  find  me — the  Junior,  you 
know.  Tell  you  what,  when  you  come  to  England  you 
let  me  know.  We'll  have  a  good  time.  We  also  have 
got  some  fine  geishas,  I  can  assure  you.  I'll  take  you 
to  the  Alhambra.  Then  you  must  come  and  stay  with 
me  at  my  place  in  the  country.  Tell  you  what,  we'll 
go  and  see  the  Autumn  Manoeuvres  ! ' 

I  look  at  him  in  astonishment.  The  audacity  of 
the  man  !     Here  were  we,  seeing  some  of  the  biggest 
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fighting  of  the  century,  and  he  suggests,  as  amusement, 
the  Autumn  Manoeuvres. 

The  officer  he  addresses  is  smiling  and  bowing,  not 
quite  understanding  what  he  means  ;  but  another  by 
my  side  has  out  at  once  his  pocket  English  dictionary, 
and  turns  the  pages  over  rapidly.    At  last  he  stops  : 

*  Ah ! '  he  says,  gazing  at  the  Toss ;  *  yours  is  an 
agricultural  district.  The  autumnal  manuring — most 
interesting.' 

We  do  not  contradict  him,  letting  it  go  at  that. 

September  25. — Quiet  day ;  but  few  shells,  and  those 
mostly  Kussian,  thrown  into  our  valley.  Barry,  who  has 
got  another  story,  rushes  in  for  tea  and  a  pot  of  jam,  and 
has  to  hurry  away  again,  for  he  had  left  his  soldier,  from 
whom  he  was  getting  the  material,  in  the  middle  of  a 
terrible  shrapnel  fire,  when  his  appetite  for  the  preserve 
compelled  him  to  leave  the  poor  fellow.  General  Nogi 
has,  I  hear,  sent  another  bottle  of  brandy  to  each  war 
correspondent.  Mine  has  not  yet  arrived  ;  I  wonder  if  it 
has  been  looted  en  route  ?  Regret  to  hear  that  Melton 
Prior  has  been  compelled  to  leave  the  front  with  an 
attack  of  dysentery. 

Goto  calls,  for  a  chat,  and  tells  me  that  six  of  the 
Osaka  big  guns  are  now  in  position,  but  the  ammunition 
has  not  yet  arrived.  Wish  it  would  come  soon,  for  I  am 
getting  tired  of  this  siege. 

The  harvest  moon  is  splendid  to-night ;  Goto  and 
I  take  a  walk  before  supper  to  look  at  her  mellow 
disc.     The  sturdy  Manchurian  husbandmen  are  busily 
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threshing  corn.  The  yellow  maize,  beaten  out  of  its 
husks,  lies  piled  on  the  smooth  mud  floor,  looking  like  a 
mass  of  burnished  gold,  as  the  sun  takes  a  last  peep  at 
it  before  leaving  the  valley.  Naked  children  are  playing 
around  the  golden  pyramids  of  grain,  imitating,  with 
their  wee  voices,  the  incessant  singing  of  the  passing 
shells,  with  a  final  bang  for  the  bursting.  One  little 
mimic  has  got  the  hammer  of  the  machine-guns  by 
heart,  to  the  intense  delight  of  his  companions. 

Find  brandy,  vieux  cognac,  when  I  return  to  my 
diggings. 

September  26. — '  Is  that  you,  Chosan  ? ' 

'  Allee  littee  Master.' 

'  Good ;  I  thought  it  was  the  cat  again  after  the  stew. 
How  on  earth  did  you  get  in  ?  Oh,  yes ;  I  remember. 
Barry  San  had  a  bath  in  the  antechamber,  and  left  the 
hall  door  open.  What !  water  boiling  ?  I  wish  you 
would  not  break  up  those  biscuits,  Chosan ;  I  would 
rather  do  that  job  myself.  My  fingers,  I  feel,  are  cleaner 
than  yours  after  messing  about  with  the  fire  ;  anyway, 
if  not,  it's  my  own  dirt,  which  is  more  or  less  a 
comfort.' 

Slight  rain  during  the  night  has  made  the  morning 
hazy.  There  is  the  usual  greeting  from  the  Eussian 
batteries,  and  no  answer  from  the  Japanese.  The  fight- 
ing during  the  night  was,  as  I  expected,  the  enemy 
attempting  to  molest  the  sappers  at  work.  Just  heard 
how  Major -General  Yamamoto,  of  the  1st  Brigade  of  the 
First  Division,  met  his  death  ;  he  was  shot  through  the 
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head  in  a  trench  at  the  foot  of  the  203  Metre  Hill.  There 
is  considerable  hammering  in  the  antechamber,  and  I 
discover  that  Chosan  is  struggling  to  make  a  fresh  meat 
ration,  which  has  just  been  sent  from  headquarters,  into 
a  tender  steak  for  consumption.  Still,  when  the  midday 
meal  arrives  the  perpetual  stew  is  brought  on,  but  by 
way  of  variety,  and  a  concession  to  Barry's  nationality,  it 
is  called  by  Chosan,  '  Ilish.'  I  send  word  to  my  young 
friend  of  the  honour  done  him,  but  the  answer  is  that  he 
can't  trouble  about  lunch  for  he  is  in  the  throes  of  a 
three  thousand  words  story,  and  that  he  will  take  a  pot 
of  marmalade  instead,  to  inspire  him  for  a  title. 

*  Any  more  to  eat,  Chosan  ?    This  meat  is  too  tough.' 
'  Lice  have  got,  Master.' 

■  Yes,'  I  answer,  *  I  guessed  as  much.  Oh  !  beg 
pardon,  Chosan,  I  forgot ;  bring  it  along.' 

How  is  it,  I  wonder,  that  Chinamen  can  never  pro- 
nounce the  letter  '  r '  ? 

Barry  does  not  turn  up  until  after  dark ;  when  he  at 
last  arrives  : 

1  Hello,'  he  cries,  as  he  sees  three  candles  stuck  in 
Hirano-water  bottles,  *  what  an  illumination  !  Whose 
birthday  is  it  ?  ' 

Chosan  explains  that  he  has  fixed  them  up  in  honour 
of  the  full  moon. 

*  Ah,'  cries  Barry,  '  there  ought  to  be  a  story  in  that 
for  me.  How  poetical ! '  And  then  he  vigorously  sets  to 
on  jam  and  rice. 

1  Don't  fill  up  on  that  stuff,'  I  cry.    'There  is  stew  to 
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come.'  But  he  doesn't  hear  me;  he  is  full  of  his 
latest. 

'You  know,'  he  murmurs,  between  the  mouthfuls, 
1  there  is  nothing  like  a  beginning  and  an  end  to  a  good 
story  ' ;  and  he  looks  up  in  triumph.  *  I  have  got  them 
both,  and  a  bully  snap  at  the  finish.' 

'  Well,'  I  answer,  '  I  am  ready  ;  let  me  have  them.' 

'  Oh  !  it's  about  a  soldier  who  had  the  optic  nerve 
paralysed  by  the  blow  of  the  butt-end  of  a  Russian  rifle 
in  the  Ban-u-san  trench.  You  know — the  fellow  who  lay 
helpless,  with  shattered  legs,  and  saw  a  Russian  soldier 
steal  in.' 

1  My  dear  Barry,'  I  remonstrate,  '  your  nationality 
crops  up  sometimes  in  a  most  remarkable  manner.  Now, 
in  these  distressing  circumstances,  how  on  earth  could  he 
see?' 

'  Of  course,'  he  exclaims  hotly,  *  the  man  had  his 
legs  injured  first ;  and  it  was  the  Russian  he  saw  who 
gave  him  the  clout  over  the  head  and  played  the  devil 
with  his  optic  nerve.  But,  here,  if  you  chip  in,  in  that 
brutal  way,  I  cannot  tell  you  the  story.' 

However,  Goto  turns  up  at  this  moment  with  his 
budget  of  headquarters  news,  and  the  tale  is  postponed. 

September  27. — I  go  over  to  see  my  colleagues  at  the 
foot  of  Ho-o-shan,  and  find  them  all  in  good  fettle,  only 
irritated  by  the  fact  that  no  copy  can  be  sent  away. 
They  are  full  up  with  good  material  for  the  British 
breakfast  table,  but  cannot  cable  it ;  but  I  suggest,  to 
comfort  them : 


THEEE   MONTHS  WITH  THE  BESIEGEKB    87 

'The  copy  will  last;  we  are  better  off  than  our 
confreres  with  the  Second  Army,  who,  disgusted  at  not 
being  allowed  within  ten  miles  of  the  fighting  line,  have 
most  of  them  returned  to  Japan  and  Europe.  For  we 
are  permitted  to  see  everything,  and  to  go  anywhere  but 
in  one  direction,  and  that  is  the  way  out  of  Manchuria/ 

At  present,  correspondents  and  military  attaches 
are  practically  prisoners,  held,  of  course,  with  a  silken 
cord,  until  hostilities  cease  round  Port  Arthur.  This 
action  on  the  part  of  the  authorities  is  perfectly 
sound  and  reasonable,  for,  naturally,  all  Japanese 
movements  at  the  moment  must  be  kept  secret.  Making 
my  way  back  to  my  village,  I  notice,  on  passing  near  the 
camp  of  the  Osaka  regiment,  that  newly-arrived  contin- 
gents from  Japan  are  drawn  up  in  mimic  battle.  Some 
are  scaling  the  heights  of  the  adjacent  hill,  dashing  from 
cover  to  cover  and,  finally,  with  loud  shouts  of  '  Banzai,' 
charging  imaginary  foes ;  preparing,  in  fact,  for  the  real 
thing  that  might  happen  only  a  few  hours  later.  In 
the  camp  men  are  gathered  in  little  groups  round 
their  officers,  intently  listening  to  lectures  on  the 
behaviour  of  soldiers  in  the  field,  the  way  to  preserve 
their  health,  and  other  little  details.  The  men  all 
seem  to  take  the  keenest  interest  in  these  talks,  which 
occur  daily  throughout  General  Nogi's  army. 

Call  at  the  sutler's  for  anything  fresh  in  the  way  of 
food.  He  has  a  case  of  Eussian  liquor — Chinese  loot 
from  Dalny — and  offers  me  a  bottle  at  a  ridiculously  re- 
duced   rate.    The    weather  is,   however,  too  hot  for 
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Russian  vodki,  which  is  generally  a  throat  scorcher ;  so 
I  leave  it  for  someone  else. 

6.30  p.m.  I  state  the  time,  for  an  incident  occurs 
which  is  worthy  of  notice.  A  shell  bursts  near  our 
village,  the  debris,  coming  over  the  cottage  opposite, 
sprinkles  the  wall  of  my  shelter,  and  the  finer  dust  is 
blown  through  the  open  window,  and  settles  on  the 
paper  on  which  I  am  writing.  Chosan,  who  gives  a 
sharp  cry  of  astonishment,  hurries  in,  and,  busily  brush- 
ing it  away,  says,  in  his  characteristic  speech  : 

'  Russian  no  good,  all  same.' 

' Quite  right,  my  boy,'  said  I,  'let's  hope  their 
missiles  will  be  "  all  same  "  and  no  closer.' 

There  is  no  harm  done,  but  it  is  a  bit  disconcerting ; 
and  I  wonder  if  the  Russians  have  taken  our  village  for 
that  of  the  headquarters,  which  is  only  half  a  mile  in 
our  rear.  If  so  we  shall  have  a  lively  time  while  the 
enemy  are  searching  with  their  shells  for  General  Nogi 
and  his  Staff. 

Barry,  with  a  sigh,  after  opening  another  pot  of  jam, 
has  finished  his  Major-General  Yamamoto  story.  A 
wonderful  gift  of  local  colour  the  boy  has.  He  has 
cremated  this  officer  beautifully,  and  the  scene  is  most 
affecting  and  soul  stirring.  Chosan  comes  in  and  says 
'  That  he  no  meat  have  got  for  supper,'  and  is  going  to 
fix  up  a  rice  pudding  instead.  I  hope  he  will  be  careful, 
for  the  last  he  made  had  a  distinctly  crematorial  flavour 
about  it ;  but,  after  all,  when  a  cook  has  only  a  biscuit- 
tin  to  bake  with,  accidents  will  occur. 
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Very  little  news  to-day.  203  Metre  Hill  is  still  a 
warm  corner,  for  the  Japs  have  made  good  their  slight 
foothold  by  diligently  entrenching.  No  more  shells  in 
the  corn-patch  to-night,  that's  a  blessing.  Goto  has 
just  brought  the  information  that  six  fish  torpedoes 
were  found  in  the  Lunette  Forts  on  the  20th.  The 
Kussians  must  be  getting  short  of  mining  material  if 
they  have  to  fall  back  on  their  navy  in  this  way. 

September  28.— I  hear  Barry's  voice  outside  : 

*  Master  not  up  yet  ? ' 

'Allee  same  sleepe,'  says  Chosan,  as  he  blows 
vigorously  at  the  corn-stalks  to  make  a  blaze  for  the  kettle. 

*  All  right,'  I  shout ;  '  come  in,  I  am  awake.' 

'  Well,  how's  this  ? '  chimes  in  my  young  friend  ;  '  it's 
seven  by  my  Waterbury,  and  you  are  generally  up  at 
daybreak.' 

*  Fact  is,  Barry,  that  I  had  a  remarkable  dream  last 
night,  and  am  dead  tired.  Why,  man,  I've  been  in  Port 
Arthur,  and  had  quite  an  experience  ! ' 

1  Say,  that's  bully  ;  what  a  story  !  ' 

*  No,  you  don't,  Barry,  it's  all  copyright ;  it  is  my 
own.' 

'Well,  go  ahead;  let's  have  it,'  he  growls,  as  he 
scrapes  a  stick  of  chocolate  for  breakfast. 

1  You  know  the  long  building  with  a  tall  chimney,  in 
the  valley,  lying  close  in  to  Port  Arthur,  that  we  have  so 
many  times  theorised  about  ?  ' 

4 Yes,'  said  Barry;  'it's  the  electric  generating 
station.' 
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1 1  know  it  is,  man,  because  I  was  in  it  last  night — 
only  a  few  hours  ago,  in  fact.  The  Japs  had  been 
shelling  it,  so  I  went  over  to  see  what  damage  was 
done.' 

'  It's  a  wonder  you  didn't  get  shot,'  interrupted 
Barry ;  '  most  dangerous  place.' 

'  That  is  the  beauty  of  it ;  you  can  see  all  these 
things  without  any  harm  in  dreams.  But  if  I  am  to 
continue  this  story  you  will  have  to  keep  your  tongue 
from  wagging,'  I  remark. 

'  All  right ;  go  ahead.' 

c  Well,  as  I  looked  through  the  window  of  the  build- 
ing I  found  the  dynamo  was  completely  wrecked,  and 
the  fly-wheel  twisted  oat  of  gear  into  the  shape  of  a 
corkscrew,  and,  as  I  was  peering  into  the  darkness 
caused  by  the  shade  of  the  moon,  down  among  the 
wreckage  was  that  black  dog.  You  remember  him, 
Barry  ?  The  one  that  was  shot  through  the  body,  and 
that  mysteriously  came  down  our  alley  apparently  for 
me  to  do  something  for  him.  We,  you  know,  thought 
it  strange  at  the  time,  for  all  the  Manchurian  dogs 
bark  at  white  men  and  will  not  come  near.  I  instructed 
two  Chinamen,  who  followed  the  animal,  to  wash  his 
wounds.  And  that  was  all  I  could  do  for  him.  The 
poor  brute  died,  you  know,  the  following  night,  after 
yelping  in  great  pain  all  the  day.  When  I  went  to  look 
for  him  the  next  morning  he  had  disappeared — whether 
our  Manchurian  friends  here  had  turned  him  into  chow, 
and  had  swallowed  him,  I  cannot  tell ;  but  there  was 
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no  sign  of  him  having  been  seen  until  last  night,  when 
he  wagged  his  tail  at  me  down  in  that  engine-room.  I 
must  say  it  made  me  feel  a  bit  creepy,  and  I  hesitated 
stepping  through  the  window,  but  the  dog  seemed  really 
glad  at  seeing  me,  so  I  pulled  myself  together  and 
descended.  In  pulling  myself  together  I  always  light 
a  cigarette,  when  in  a  critical  situation,  and  I  had  just 
struck  a  match  when  a  voice  by  my  side  said : 

'  "  After  you,  please."  It  startled  me  a  bit ;  but  I 
replied : 

■ "  Certainly,  with  pleasure  "  ;  and  I  found  a  tall,  good- 
looking  Russian  officer,  with  his  breast  stuck  full  of 
decorations,  standing  in  front  of  me. 

1 "Glad  to  see  you,  Villiers,"  said  he,  in  a  most 
affable  and  familiar  manner ;  "  my  name  is  Stossel." 
You  can  imagine,  Barry,  that  I  was  fairly  staggered. 
Here  was  copy.     The  great  General  himself ! 

1  "  Come  into  my  office,  and  I  will  introduce  you  to 
my  Staff."  As  I  entered  the  room  a  number  of  general 
officers  were  seated  at  a  table  drinking  and  smoking. 
Among  them  were  the  great  Skobeleff,  Todleben,  Gourko, 
and  other  heroes  of  the  old  Plevna  days,  many  of  whom 
are  now  dead. 

1 "  No  doubt,"  said  Stossel,  "  you  have  met  these 
gentlemen  before  ?  You  see,  Villiers,  I  have  the  best 
of  advice,  and  with  a  Staff  like  this  I  am  going  to  make 
Port  Arthur  the  centre  of  attraction  of  the  whole  world, 
and  make  good  sensational  copy  for  you  gentlemen  of 
the  Fourth  Estate.     Now  have  a  drink." 
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1 1  noticed  they  were  taking  stout  and  champagne — 
most  decidedly  gouty,  but  a  very  good  tipple,  I  can 
assure  you.  The  curious  thing  was,  and  it  seems  abso- 
lutely too  absurd,  that  the  corkscrew-twisted  flywheel 
was  utilised  in  drawing  the  corks  of  the  bottles.  These 
things  happen  in  dreams. 

'  "  How  lucky,"  cried  Stossel,  "  you  are  just  in  time 
for  the  ball ;  we  will  show  you  how  we  do  things  in  Port 
Arthur  in  these  trying  times." 

1 "  But,  General,  I  cannot  turn  up  at  a  dance  in  this 
rig-out."  At  that  very  moment  I  felt  the  black  dog  rub 
himself  against  my  gaiters,  and  vigorously  wag  his  tail ; 
and  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  I  found  myself  in  the 
most  perfectly  fitting  dress  suit  you  can  imagine.  What 
do  you  think  ?  There  was  also  a  chrysanthemum  in  my 
buttonhole  !  The  curious  thing  about  this  transforma- 
tion was  that  it  didn't  seem  the  slightest  bit  strange 
to  me,  neither  did  the  familiar  manner  in  which  the 
General  treated  me.  It  was  a  spacious  hall  in  which 
the  dance  took  place.  I  think  the  address  given  the 
cabby  who  drove  us  was  somewhere  on  the  Tiger's  Tail. 
As  the  electric  light  had  been  cut  off  from  the  town  the 
room  was  illuminated  by  means  of  searchlights  and  star 
bombs,  that  were  silently  bursting  and  slowly  descending 
to  the  floor,  scattering  broadcast  their  brilliant  petals  of 
light,  making  the  costly  jewels  of  the  women  and  the 
decorations  on  the  breasts  of  the  officers  sparkle  and 
scintillate  like  stars  and  planets  as  they  waltzed  round 
the  room. 
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*  "  How  strange,  Mr.  Villiers,  that  we  should  meet  in 
this  out-of-the-way  place  after  so  many  years,"  whispered 
a  voice  by  my  elbow.  I  turned  in  surprise,  and  recog- 
nised Madame  de  N ,  a  famous  Russian  lady  diplo- 
matist of  many  years  ago. 

* "  My  dear  Madame,"  I  cried,  "  this  is  indeed  a  plea- 
sure.    Why,  it  is  quite  a  quarter  of  a " 

*  "  Stop,"  she  almost  shrieked,  "  don't  trouble  about 
dates." 

'  I  hesitated,  and  stuttered  :  "  I  was  going  to  say  it 
was  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  since  we  last  met,"  for 
she  had  not  changed  in  the  least. 

*  She  did  not  resent  this  silly  compliment,  which,  of 
course,  could  only  be  tolerated  in  a  dream.' 

'  Don't  know  so  much  about  that,'  chimed  in  Barry ; 
*  women  like  outrageous  compliments.' 

■  Well,  it  was  a  fact ;  she  had  not  altered  in  the 
least  since  the  days  when  she,  with  her  handsome 
presence  and  clever  tongue,  influenced,  it  is  said,  Mr. 
Gladstone  to  withhold  England  from  interfering  in  the 
Russo-Turkish  troubles,  nearly  thirty  years  ago. 

1 "  Will  you  sit  out  a  dance  with  me  ?  "  she  asked, 
and  we  walked  towards  a  divan. 

* "  Now  tell  me  what  you  have  been  doing  lately,"  she 
continued  ;  "  but  be  very  careful  not  to  talk  too  loudly, 
for  you  see  that  young  man  with  a  downy  moustache 

following   us   like   our  shadow,  he  is  the  Daily   

— what  do  you  call  it  ? — young  gentleman,  and  a  terror 
for  picking  up  news." 


94  POET  ARTHUR 

'  "  Now,  Villiers,"  chipped  in  the  cheery  voice  of 
Stossel,  how  do  you  think  we  are  getting  on  here  ?  " 

* "  Wonderfully,  considering  the  circumstances,"  I 
replied. 

* "  Yes,"  said  the  General,  "  we  must  keep  their  hearts 
up,  you  know,  so  I  give  these  little  affairs  every  week. 
I  think  these  entertainments  are  just  the  thing.  You 
see  we  can  run  in  a  change  of  diet  at  the  same  time,  for 
the  poor  things  " — and  he  waved  his  hand  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  dancers,  who  certainly  looked  rather  thin 
and  wan — "  are  on  half  rations  ;  but  on  these  occasions 
we  give  them  waffles.  We  have  plenty  of  flour,  you 
know,  and  I  think  waffles  are  tasty  things,  don't  you  ?  " 
He  did  not  wait  for  an  answer,  but  went  on :  "  And  they 
have  sake,  too ;  the  drink  came  into  port  by  mistake. 
The  junk  that  was  bound  for  Dalny  was  driven  in  by 
stress  of  weather,  and  was  full  of  this  beastly  stuff. 
Neither  my  Staff  nor  I  can  touch  it,  so  we  give  it  away 
on  these  occasions.  It  seems  to  make  them  lively  and 
forget  their  troubles  for  a  time."  Stossel  was  running 
on  in  this  strain  when  Madame  de  N broke  in  : 

*  "  I  wish  you  would  not  talk  so  much  shop,  mo?i  bon 
General.  Mr.  Villiers  will  wish  himself  back  with  his 
friends  the  Japanese." 

*  I  started,  for  it  was  the  first  time  they  had  been 
mentioned  during  my  visit. 

*  "  Ha  !  ha  !  "  cried  the  General,  as  if  he  had  quite 
forgotten.  "  You  mean  those  little  folk  outside.  Plucky 
fellows,  good  fighters,  wonderful !     Twenty-seven  thou- 
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sand  casualties  last  month  alone  !  Look  what  my  august 
Master  cabled  me  this  morning  for  that  business."  And 
he  dangled  the  snow-white  Cross  of  St.  George  between 
his  fingers.  I  looked  at  him  in  astonishment.  "  Sent  to 
you  by  cable  ?  "  said  I.  The  General  laughed  heartily. 
"  Of  course  not ;  the  cable  is  cut.  I  meant  by  the  new 
process.  What  do  you  call  it  ? — the  '  wireless.'  Ah  ! 
that's  it,  we  have  lately  installed  it  between  here  and 
Chef oo.  Holy  Saints  !  what's  that !  "  he  cried,  with  a 
look  of  consternation. 

*  With  one  accord  we  all  started  to  our  feet,  as  a 
noise  like  a  loud  thunder-clap,  followed  by  a  whirlwind, 
rent  the  air.  I  knew  what  it  was,  but  I  was  not  going 
to  tell.  It  was  one  of  the  11 -inch  mortars  the  Japs 
had  had  up  their  sleeve  for  some  time,  and  had  just 
opened  fire  with  on  the  town.  I  woke  up,  with  my  bed 
rocking  in  the  blast.' 

September  31. — A  shrapnel  has  burst  within  a 
hundred  yards  of  the  battery ;  here  comes  another  in 
the  same  place.  All  this  I  can  observe  from  my  table 
as  I  write.  I  am  rather  pleased  at  my  choice  of  a  cottage, 
for  there  is  not  a  shell  fired  down  in  the  valley  that 
I  cannot  see.  Three  of  the  enemy's  principal  forts  are 
also  in  full  view,  and  the  wind  brings  the  infantry  firing 
so  near  that  every  little  outpost  affair  can  be  easily 
known  to  me. 

In  my  front  I  look  on  to  the  Ninth  Division.  On  my 
left  is  the  Eleventh,  and  on  my  right  is  the  First.  The 
village   is   in  the   centre   of   the  Jap   position,   which 
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stretches  from  sea  to  sea,  a  distance  of  ten  miles,  and, 
as  the  crow  flies,  the  fighting  is  not  more  than  a  mile 
and  a  quarter  away.  It  is,  therefore,  an  excellent  centre 
from  which  one  can  get  to  the  immediate  scene  of 
operations  in  a  few  minutes. 

Ah  !  here  comes  another  shrapnel !  But,  as  in  the 
game  of  hide-and-seek,  it  is  hardly  warm  enough  for 
the  big  guns,  it  has  instead  burst  over  a  little  batch  of 
tents  snugly  pitched  in  the  fold  of  the  hill,  and,  by  the 
movement  of  some  of  their  occupants,  at  least  the 
canvas  must  have  been  perforated.  I  must  close  the 
window  if  I  wish  to  get  on  with  my  work.  As  it  is, 
so  many  things  disturb  one  in  the  ordinary  way. 
There's  the  donkey  in  the  front  yard  next  door,  so  that 
he  should  not  get  giddy,  turning  a  grindstone  blind- 
folded ;  just  now  he  works  from  dawn  to  sunset.  One 
becomes  so  used  to  the  monotonous  churning  of  the 
mill  that,  when  the  donkey  stops,  I  seem  to  be  pulled  up 
with  a  jerk,  which  scatters  my  thoughts,  and  I  have  to 
wait  till  that  ass  goes  round  again  before  I  can  collect 
them. 

The  Eussians  are  very  silent  this  afternoon,  and  have 
stopped  their  shrapnel  fire.  I  go  over  to  get  a  letter 
censored  by  Yamaguchi.  I  find  him  alone  in  his  tent. 
*  By-the-by,'  says  he,  *  here's  a  chit  for  you.' 

I  take  the  envelope  and  look  at  it. 

*  Guess  who  it's  from  before  you  open  it.' 

'From  the  Staff,'  say  I,  'because  there's  no  post- 
mark.' 
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■  No ;  try  again.' 

I  open  it  and  then  pass  it  to  the  interpreter  ;  know- 
ing, however,  that  he  has  already  gone  through  it. 

It  is  from  Emerson,  the  American  correspondent. 
He  came  via  Louisa  Bay  with  a  young  Belgian  artist 
named  Smet  Van  de  Jerberghe,  and  both  had  quite  an 
adventure.  They  left  Chefoo  in  a  junk  bound  for  Port 
Arthur,  on  the  21st  inst.,  and  were  eventually  wrecked. 
On  being  picked  up  by  a  German  steamer  they  were 
landed  on  Miato  Island,  about  twenty-five  miles  from 
their  goal.  Here  they  lived  with  some  fisherfolk  for  a 
few  days,  till  at  last  they  were  able  to  find  a  boat  which 
they  could  row,  and  they  started  for  Port  Arthur.  On 
the  night  of  the  28th  the  small  craft  got  into  a  whirlpool 
off  the  Liaotishan  promontory.  Luckily  the  men  at 
the  lighthouse  saw  her  and  telephoned  to  the  "Russian 
officials  in  the  town.  Three  torpedo-boats  were  sent  on 
the  boat's  course,  and  managed  to  pick  them  up  just  in 
time,  for  they  were  in  a  pitiable  condition,  and  on  the 
verge  of  foundering.  On  being  brought  into  the  fortress 
they  were  treated  most  generously  by  the  Russians,  who 
lent  them  wearing  apparel  while  their  own  was  drying. 
General  Stossel  ordered  them  to  be  taken  round  the 
positions,  and  shown  everything  of  interest ;  after  which 
they  dined  with  him,  and  horse- steak  was  one  of  the 
dishes.  A  Japanese  shell  burst  in  the  compound  while 
they  were  eating,  and  the  General  told  them  that  that 
incident  generally  happened  when  he  was  at  his  break- 
fast ;  but  probably  this  change  in  the  time  of  its  arrival 
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was  in  honour  of  their  coming.  The  adventurers  said 
that  they  were  the  first  to  acquaint  Stossel  of  the 
defeat  of  Kuropatkin  at  Liaoyang,  and  also  that  the 
Baltic  Fleet  had  not  yet  left  Libau.  This  information 
seemed  to  depress  him  more  than  the  former.  The 
General  had  been  keeping  up  the  spirits  of  the  civilian 
element  by  giving  a  dance  every  Sunday,  and  ordering 
the  military  bands  to  play  on  the  parade  each  day. 
I  thought  of  my  dream  a  few  nights  back ;  it  was  rather 
a  curious  coincidence,  and  it  seemed  stranger  still  when 
I  heard  that  there  was  plenty  of  flour  in  the  town,  which 
accounted  for  the  waffle  incident.  Stossel  had  no 
objection  to  the  correspondents  remaining  during  the 
siege,  but  the  good-natured  chief  was  overruled  by 
General  Smirnoff,  and  they  were  obliged  to  go.  They 
were  placed  again  in  their  row  boat,  and  started  in  the 
night  back  to  Chefoo,  with  muffled  oars  to  avoid  being 
caught  by  the  Japanese ;  but  a  vigilant  Jap  torpedo-boat 
picked  them  up,  they  were  transferred  to  a  gun -boat 
which  brought  them  to  Louisa  Bay,  and  the  two  men 
were  immediately  sent  on  to  Nogi's  headquarters.  Here 
they  were  entertained  for  a  day,  and  then  sent  back  to 
the  Jap  gun-boat,  when  they  were  taken  on  to  Sasebo. 

October  2. — The  fighting  that  commenced  last  night 
at  ten  o'clock  lasted  until  five  this  morning.  About 
1  a.m.  a  general  action  with  the  9th  Division  seemed 
to  be  taking  place,  so  I  hurried  to  my  point  of  vantage 
to  the  left  of  the  valley.  It  was  a  Eussian  sortie  from 
the  Eastern  Cockscomb  Fort,  on  rather  a  larger  scale  than 
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usual,  on  the  Japanese  parallel  workers.    The  fight, 
which  was  a  close  one,  lasted  nearly  six  hours.    All 
these  night  attacks   are  most  dramatic  spectacles,  the 
searchlights  flooding  the  valleys  or  illuminating  the  hill- 
tops, and  the  star  bombs  silently  bursting  and  gently 
descending,    spreading    broadcast    their    incandescent 
points — the  reddish  glare  of  the  cannon-fire,  the  brighter 
flare  of  the  spluttering  shrapnel,  the  hammer  of  the 
pom-poms,  the  rhythmical  gurgle  of  the  Maxims,  and 
the  shouts  and  yells  of  the  combatants.    Last  night  and 
through  the  small  hours  until  dawn  this  pandemonium 
lasted,  and  was  noisy  enough  to  arouse  the  dead ;  and 
yet  of  all  our  village  I  was  the  only  one  awake  and 
watching.    The  hamlet  lay  dark  and  silent  but  for  the 
incessant  yelping  of  the  dogs,  which  were  not  disturbed 
by  the  noise  of  the  battle  that  was  going  on  but  a  mile 
off,  but  indignant  at  my  ghostly  appearance  when  all 
respectable  folk  ought  to  be  in  bed.  In  the  flickering,  un- 
certain light  it  was  difficult  to  make  out  what  was  taking 
place,  more  than  that,  like  an  avalanche,  the  Russians 
had  shot  down  from  the  topmost  trench  of  the  Eastern 
Fort  on  to  the  Japs  sapping  and  mining  on  the  glacis 
below.     A   similar  move   by  the  enemy  occurred  the 
previous  night,  and  the  front  workers   with  pick  and 
shovel  were  annihilated;    but,   last  evening,   General 
Oshima  was  prepared  for  them.     The  wonder  was  that 
the  Russians  should  risk  the  game  twice  running ;  still, 
it  was  an  excellent  bluff.     The  Japs,  however,  saw  the 
hand,  and  the  result  was  that  the  Muscovites  retired 

n  2 
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with   considerable  loss.      Things   are   very   quiet  this 
morning,  both  belligerents  taking  a  well-earned  rest. 

Chosan,  who  has  gone  with  Barry  to  Dalny,  has  left 
me  plenty  of  stew  to  be  warmed  up,  giving  me  instruc- 
tions, in  his  quaint  lingo,  how  to  ignite  the  corn-stalk 
fuel,  and,  what  is  most  important,  how  to  keep  it  alight. 
Don't  think  I  clearly  understood  him,  for   the  whole 
place  is  in  an  intolerable  state  of   smoke,  and  I  am 
obliged  to  eat  the  stuff,  cold,  on  the  stoop  outside.    The 
only  trouble  about  having  a  good  servant  is  that  one 
gets  pampered  and  too  dependent  on  his  assistance.     The 
little  beast  of  a  boy  Chosan  has  left  as  help  has  not  yet 
turned  up,  and  I  have  to  keep  things  straight  myself. 
He  always  has  an  incipient  cold  in  the  head,  and  he  has 
no  handkerchief  to  make  his  face  decent.     I  broke  him, 
the  other  day,  of  drinking  out  of  the  gourd  we  use  as 
dipper  in  our  jar  of  water  for  domestic  use.     But  when 
he  is  assistant  cook,  and  told  to  keep  the  flies  off  the 
food  in  the  course  of  preparation,  it  is  difficult  to  make 
him  understand  not  to  slay  the  flies  on  that  on  which  they 
are  feeding,  and  then  brush  them  off  with  his  dirty  hand. 
October  3. — They  ought  to  be  ready  for  action  in  the 
course  of  ten  days  ;  then  something  will  be  done.    For 
they  say  they  are  only  waiting  for  the  guns.    I  expect 
Barry  and  our  Chinaman  back  from  Dalny  to-day.     I 
hope  they  won't  disappoint  me,  for  Chosan's  stew,  which 
he  left  me  to  warm  up,  is  about  through.     Have  just 
heard  that  Togo's  fleet  has  captured  a  junk  making  for 
Port  Arthur  with  6,000  bottles  of  beer  on  board.     I  am 
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sorry  for  the  Russians.  I  hope  that  the  famous  Admiral 
has  not  found  my  sardines  on  that  craft,  as  he  in- 
advertently did  Barry's  preserves  a  few  weeks  back. 

The  wind  has  dropped  considerably  this  afternoon. 
Oh  !  what  a  chance  the  Japs  have  missed.  They  might, 
if  they  had  been  ready,  have  gone  on  that  hurricane 
straight  into  Port  Arthur.  It  was  a  steady  gale,  of  about 
ninety  miles  an  hour,  in  the  teeth  of  the  enemy. 

October  4. — Barry  and  Chosan  arrive  from  Dalny 
with  two  coolies  loaded  with  stores.  My  young  friend 
insists  on  unpacking  the  box  in  my  room,  so  that  I 
shall  feast  my  eyes  on  all  the  good  things.  They  are 
soon  displayed  upon  the  floor,  and,  I  must  say,  make  a 
brave  show — ten  pots  of  jam,  two  for  me  and  eight  for 
Barry  ;  a  Bologna  sausage ;  four  boxes  of  sardines ;  two 
packets  of  candles,  and  an  Edam  cheese  in  a  stout  tin  ; 
I  at  once  see  the  latter  will  make  an  excellent  saucepan 
to  augment  our  culinary  utensils. 

*  By  Jove,  Barry,'  I  cry, '  you  have  done  marvellously 
well.' 

*  Guess  I  have.  Why,  I  have  hunted  every  hole  and 
corner  of  Dalny  for  that  lot.  But  the  best  is  to  come  ; 
bring  the  sack  along.'  It  was  emptied  on  the  floor ; 
out  rolled  onions,  potatoes,  apples  and  buns. 

1  What  do  you  think  of  these  ?  '  pointing  to  the  buns. 
*  Only  made  this  morning  ;  here,  pinch  one.' 

I  do.  It  is  quite  a  sensation  to  feel  clean,  soft  dough, 
after  weeks  of  splitting  one's  teeth  on  iron  rations. 

1  But,  cries  Barry,  '  what  do  you  think  ?    Wonderful 
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luck.  I  have  seen  Kodama.  Yes,  and  have  interviewed 
him,  too.' 

'  The  brains  of  the  army !  The  great  Kodama ! 
You  don't  mean  it.' 

'  Yes,1  he  continued.  '  Wait  till  I  get  at  the  jam,  and 
I'll  tell  you.' 

Three  pots  were  soon  ripped  open,  and  with  a  spoon 
in  his  hand  my  friend,  after  tasting  the  flavour  of 
strawberry,  black  currant,  and  marmalade,  commences 
his  story. 

*  When  I  left  you  yesterday,  Chosan  and  I  arrived  at 
the  station  some  time  before  the  train.  Goto  was  on 
the  platform  also  en  route  for  Dalny.  Presently  he 
comes  up  to  me  and  says,  "General  Kodama,  who  is 
on  his  journey  back  to  Liaoyang,  has  noticed  you,  and 
wants  to  speak  to  you."  Just  imagine,  Villiers,  my 
delight  at  the  prospect  of  such  copy.' 

'  How  did  he  look  ?  ' 

1  Well,  I  didn't  see  much  of  him,  for  it  was  dark ; 
but  he  was  in  a  big  fur  coat  and  a  braided  red  cap, 
that  told  me  he  was  a  Lieutenant-General.  He  took 
me  by  the  hand— his  was  a  tiny  little  fist — and  he  shook 
mine  in  real  earnest.  He  was  smoking  a  big  cigar, 
and  smiled  at  me  between  the  puffs.  Presently  a 
thin  man  in  spectacles — his  secretary— came  up  from 
the  group  of  officers  which  had  fallen  behind  as 
Kodama  met  me,  and  the  General  notified  him  to  tell 
me  that  he  had  not  seen  a  foreigner  for  three  months. 
He  remembered  me  being  with  other  correspondents  at 
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the  Sheba  Palace  in  Tokio,  and  asked  me  to  come  and 
see  him  the  next  day  in  Dalny,  where  he  would  rest  for 
a  day  before  his  long  journey  northward.  "  What  time," 
said  L  "  About  nine,"  said  the  General. 
1  By  Jove,  what  luck ! '  I  cry ;  '  go  ahead.' 
1  Well,  what  do  you  think :  I  suppose  I  was  so  excited 
that  I  forgot  the  hour,  and  I  turned  up  about  five  in  the 
afternoon  instead.  Took  Goto  with  me,  and  sent  in  my 
card  in  fear  and  trembling  that  the  great  man  would 
take  my  stupidity  as  an  affront.  But,  no ;  I  was  told 
to  wait,  and  was  shown  into  the  official  room  of  the 
Russian  Mayor  of  Dalny— you  know,  the  big  ornate 
building  where  the  foreign  attaches  were  lodged  before 
we  started  for  the  front,  the  house  with  the  seven 
pianos,  that  were  all  out  of  tune  owing  to  the  Chinese 
brigands  hunting  in  them  for  secreted  treasure.  Well, 
they  ruined  the  pianos,  but  left  the  house  intact,  and 
Kodama  was  there.  I  waited  and  waited,  thinking  that 
after  all  he  would  never  come.  Presently,  from  a  side 
door,  a  little  man  approached  me  in  a  kimona,  with  a 
small  knife  in  his  hand  paring  his  nails.  He  had  just 
come  from  his  evening  bath,  he  said,  as  we  shook  hands ; 
sorry  to  keep  me  waiting— and,  what  a  relief — Villiers, 
he  made  no  mention  of  my  mistaking  the  hour !  He 
was  all  smiles  and  affability,  and  his  dark,  handsome 
little  face  and  neck  had  taken  the  deeper  tan  of  the 
campaigner  since  I  met  him  in  Tokio,  He  soon  came 
to  business,  strode  up  to  the  big  mayoral  chair,  dropped 
his  sandals  on  the  floor,  climbed  into  the  russet  depths 
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of  the  official  seat,  and  curled  his  little  brown  legs 
in  the  folds  of  his  gown,  then  evidently  pumped  Goto 
thoroughly  regarding  myself,  in  his  own  lingo,  and 
turned  to  me.  You  know,  Villiers,  I  could  hardly  realise, 
on  looking  at  that  wee  figure,  shrunk  in  the  folds  of  the 
kimonat  that  it  could  be  the  figure-head  of  the  great 
war  ;  the  man  the  whole  Japanese  Empire  depended  on 
for  the  success  of  the  campaign  ;  the  Goliath  of  organi- 
sation we  have  heard  so  much  about ' 

1  Yes,  I  can  understand  that,'  I  hastily  rejoined ;  '  but, 
man,  what  did  he  say  ? ' 

'  Why,  simply :  "  What  can  I  do  for  you,  Mr.  Barry  ?  " 
This  somewhat  staggered  me,  but  I  pulled  myself  together, 
and  said :  "  Can  you  tell  me  anything  about  Port 
Arthur?" 

*  "  Oh  !  the  fortress  will  fall !  "  And  he  stretched 
out  his  little  nervous  hand  and  straightened  the  palm. 
"  I  hold  it  here,  in  the  hollow  of  my  hand.  Port  Arthur 
is  strong — very  strong ;  but  we  will  take  it." 

'  I  thought  I  would  get  him  down  to  the  possible  time, 
so  I  said :  "  Where  will  the  army  winter  ?  You  have  not 
yet  commenced  to  make  preparations,  and  the  keen, 
freezing,  Manchurian  north  wind  will  soon  sweep  the 
country." 

1 "  We  will  winter  inside.  We  will  take  Port  Arthur 
soon,  don't  worry."  He  had  lighted  a  cigar  and  was 
puffing  it  vigorously.  "You  know,  we  are  getting  as 
many  of  our  big  guns  up  as  possible;  some  opened 
fire  yesterday — the  Osaka  mortars.    The  Russians  cannot 
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fire  on  our  ships  with  theirs— the  range  is  too  great; 
they  have  turned  them  landward,  and  we  have  opposed 
them  with  ours,  so  we  are  about  equal  on  that  score ; 
and  our  force  is  about  three  to  one  of  the  Eussians,  which, 
considering  we  are  besiegers,  is  about  equal  regarding 
the  fighting  factor.     It  is  now  a  question  of  strategy." 

1  Of  course,  he  told  me  much  more ;  but  that  will 
give  you  some  idea  of  what  the  great  Kodama  thinks  of 
the  situation.' 

*  You  are,  indeed,  a  lucky  fellow,  Barry,  to  meet  the 
great  man ;  and  I  congratulate  you.  Kodama  has  always 
avoided  the  war  correspondent,  and  is  at  the  back  of  all 
the  delay  we  have  suffered  for  the  last  six  months  in 
getting  to  see  anything  of  the  fighting.  What  has 
changed  his  views,  I  wonder  ?  ' 

*  Don't  know,'  says  Barry,  *  he  seemed  to  go  out  of 
his  way  to  be  civil  to  me.' 

October  5. — The  mail  has  just  arrived  with  a  full 
budget— five  letters,  all  in  the  same  handwriting,  for 
Barry,  which  he  quickly  stows  away  in  his  pocket. 

1  Hullo,'  I  cry,  '  something  sweeter  than  jam,  eh  ? ' 

'  You  bet,'  he  replies  ;  '  not  heard  from  her  for  three 
months.    I'm  off  to  my  shanty  to  have  a  quiet  read.' 

With  the  mail  came  two  shells,  which  burst  halfway 
between  our  cottage  and  the  battery.  They  must  be 
from  their  coast-defence  guns,  for  mud  and  stones  shoot 
up  for  fifteen  feet.  Why  are  the  Eussians  fooling  about 
with  these  precious  projectiles  otherwise  than  for  wreck- 
ing our  artillery?    I  suppose  the  same  old  game — a 
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contingent  of  wounded  up  from  the  Ninth  Division,  even 
a  man  or  a  mule  will  sometimes  draw  their  fire.  I  go  out 
to  see.  Find  about  thirty-five  men  on  stretchers  with 
their  Chinese  bearers  lying  by  their  side,  all  apparently 
dead  or  wounded.  In  another  moment  up  jump  the 
coolies,  who  gently  raise  the  stretchers  and  quickly  trail 
off  again  towards  the  head-quarters  hospital.  Wish  they 
wouldn't  run  the  wounded  through  our  village.  Eather 
rough  on  the  inhabitants,  for  some  unscrupulous  Mus- 
covite officer  may  bring  all  the  houses  to  the  ground 
with  a  10-inch  shell  one  of  these  fine  afternoons. 

October  6. — Woke  up  twice  during  the  night,  think- 
ing that  the  Russians  must  have  some  new  gun  that  they 
were  trying  on  the  Jap  position.  Presently  a  flash 
illuminated  my  room ;  a  different  hue  from  the  yellow 
flicker  on  the  whitewash  wall  which  comes  when  the 
Eussian  guns  are  at  work.  Soon  a  hail  of  sleet  struck 
the  paper  panes  of  my  window,  which  rattled  like  kettle- 
drums with  the  beating  of  the  ice  pellets. 

Thunder  and  rain  are  unusual  at  this  season,  but, 
luckily  for  the  farmers,  the  harvest,  with  the  exception 
of  the  buck-wheat,  which  is  still  on  the  ground,  is  prac- 
tically gathered  and  the  grain  garnered.  The  millet, 
the  last  to  come,  is  still  lying  against  the  fences  and 
walls  of  the  cottages  to  ripen  more  fully  in  the  full  flood 
of  the  sun,  and  is  being  shorn  of  its  purple  brown 
heads ;  I  watch  a  peasant  snipping,  as  I  thought  with 
his  fingers,  the  tops  of  the  stately  golden  stalks,  for  they 
stand  over  eight  feet  high.    I  try  my  hand  at  it,  but 
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with  little  success,  and  then  I  find  that  a  sharp  piece  of 
iron  is  gripped  in  the  palm  of  the  snipper,  which  is  the 
reason  of  his  dexterity. 

The  oldest  of  the  old-world  agricultural  implements 
are  used  by  the  farmers  of  Manchuria.  The  most 
primitive  kind  of  flail  threshes  the  corn.  A  stone, 
dragged  by  a  blindfold  donkey,  crushes  out  the  millet. 
A  donkey  or  boy  works  the  grindstone — which  is 
thousands  of  years  old  in  design ;  and  the  housewife 
sifts  the  flour  and  cooks  the  cakes  as  probably  Eve  did 
for  Adam,  but  in  a  costume  much  more  adaptable  to 
the  climate  of  to-day. 

9.30.  The  rain  has  cleared,  and  there  is  bright  sun- 
shine once  more.  What  a  lovely  climate  this  is.  No 
wonder  the  Eussians  took  a  fancy  to  the  place;  for 
richness  and  depth  of  soil  there  is  no  country  I  have 
yet  seen  like  it.  Chosan  is  ill  to-day ;  late  last  night 
he  came  to  me  for  brandy.  I  am  afraid  that  he  had  too 
good  a  time  in  Dalny,  for  he  tells  me : 

*  Inside  is  no  topside ;  chow  five  minutes  have  got 
and  chow  no  have  got,  no  good  all  same.' 

Which  I  understand  perfectly  well  means  that  he 
can't  retain  his  food. 

Barry  has  been  quiet  for  the  last  three  days,  and 
has  not  mentioned  a  story  for  four-and-twenty  hours. 
This  state  of  affairs  can't  last  long,  for  he  has  started 
on  his  jam  rations  once  more,  and  he  must  burst  in 
upon  me  shortly.  I  have  gone  into  this  jam  question 
thoroughly,  and   I   have   calculated  that  a  pot  of  the 
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delectable  preserve,  which  is  approximately  a  pound  in 
weight,  produces  on  an  average  three  thousand  words  of 
good,  wholesome,  dramatic,  descriptive  copy,  founded  on 
fact,  and  tickled  up  for  the  palate  of  his  own  special 
public,  who  are  inclined  to  things  yellow,  and  must  and 
will  have  them  this  colour — if  not  orange,  at  least  lemon. 

For  instance,  my  young  friend  comes  rushing  in, 
having  accomplished  a  five-thousand  word  story  during 
the  night. 

*  Say,  how  do  you  like  this  title,  Villiers  ?    Listen  ! ' 

'"FROM  KITTEN  TO  TIGER, 

IN   CAMP   TO   TRENCH. 

Correspondents  visit  Firing  Line  at  Port  Arthur, 

and  come  back  with  vivid  account  of 

Japanese  Fortitude."  ' 

1  Excellent,'  say  I ;  '  but  it's  a  wee  bit  sensational,  as 
we  call  it.' 

'Can't  help  it,'  replied  Barry.  'They  must  have 
head-lines  on  my  paper ;  and  a  good  title  is  everything.' 

'  Where  does  the  cat  come  in  ? '  I  meekly  inquire. 

'  Why,  don't  you  see,  man  ?  You  must  be  half-awake. 
Don't  you  remember  the  smiling,  cheery  little  fellows  in 
the  parallels  whom  we  passed  as  we  went  up  into  the 
fort  of  Ban-u-san,  so  glad  to  see  us  ?  There  comes  in 
the  kitten.' 

I  rub  my  eyes.     '  Yes,  go  on,'  said  I. 

'  Then,  surely  you  saw  the  wonderful  change  and 
gesture  of  the  men  when  in  the  Thirty-minute  trench. 
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Did  you  not  notice  their  cunning,  eager,  even  ferocious, 
look  as  they  stealthily  stole  from  loophole  to  loophole, 
raised  their  rifles  and  fired,  and  then  leaped  back  and 
crouched  behind  the  sand -bags  ?  Why,  man,  there  is 
my  tiger ! ' 

'  Yes,  by  Jove ! '  I  cry ;  '  you  have  the  simile  all  right ; 
and  the  strain  of  that  living  hell  that  they  could  not 
stand  for  more  than  half  an  hour  ;  the  stench  of  the 
unburied  dead  ;  the  bursting  shrapnel ;  the  crazy,  eccen- 
tric shriek  of  the  ricochets — oh,  yes ;  there  comes  in 
their  fortitude.  That's  all  right.  But  tell  me  the  brand 
of  American  preserve  on  which  you  primed  yourself  for 
that  effort  ? ' 

1  Now,  then,'  returned  Barry,  rather  warmly,  *  no  re- 
flection on  American  fruit  packing ;  and,  if  you  want  to 
know,  it  was  Cross  and  Blackwell.     See  ? 

1  Marmalade  for  tone,'  I  murmur,  but  I  don't  think 
my  young  friend  hears  me,  for  Chosan,  to  our  surprise, 
comes  in  at  that  moment  very  weak  and  pale. 

<  Better  ?  '  say  I. 

*  No,'  he  replies. 

1  Sorry,'  I  return. 

1  No,  master ;  all  lightee.' 

This  means  that  he  is  not  better,  but  more  than 
better,  in  fact,  quite  well ;  which  is  a  lie,  I  know.  But 
that's  Chosan  all  the  same,  unselfish,  and  anxious  about 
my  comfort.  He  is  still  deadly  sick,  but,  knowing  the 
boy-help's  dirty  habits  get  on  my  nerves,  has  struggled 
up  to  make  the  afternoon  tea. 
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The  latest  from  Port  Arthur  is  brought  into  our 
lines  by  special  spy  this  morning.  The  women,  children, 
and  civilians  have  all  left  the  city  and  are  camping  in 
the  hills  of  the  promontory,  or  the  old  iron  mountain. 
This  move  was  owing  to  the  startling  effects  of  the 
Japanese  11 -inch  shells.  The  city  is,  but  for  a  few 
soldiers  on  guard,  entirely  deserted.  There  are  no  more 
than  ten  thousand  fighting  men  to  man  the  numerous 
forts,  and  the  soldiers  are  on  the  verge  of  mutiny, 
owing  to  the  almost  superhuman  work  expected  of  them. 
If  the  Japs  attack  any  redoubt  east,  the  men  are  hurried 
off  in  that  direction,  and  then  if  a  western  position  is 
assaulted  they  are  hastened  to  that  spot.  Night  and  day 
they  tramp  from  one  place  to  another,  and  are  expected 
to  be  up  to  their  work.  The  Eussian  guns,  they  say, 
live  from  hand  to  mouth,  as  their  shell-rations,  like  the 
bread-rations  of  the  troops,  are  made  only  for  their  daily 
need,  for  few  men  can  be  risked  to  work  in  the  arsenal, 
owing  to  the  always  threatening  fire  of  the  Japanese 
guns. 

October  8. — The  big  guns  are  blazing  away  and  the 
very  earth  trembles  and  quakes  at  the  blast.  Seemingly, 
the  ordinary  time  to  rise  in  a  Manchurian  village  is 
when  the  babies  begin  to  cry,  and  there  is,  I  believe, 
some  sort  of  baby  in  each  house  all  the  year  round. 
The  infant  next  door  has  begun  regularly,  for  the  last 
month,  at  5.30.  Then  there  is  the  Chinese  horse,  as  the 
Japanese  call  it,  and  there  is  no  more  pathetic  or  stirring 
sound   of  a  morning  than  what  the  impolite  call  the 
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braying  of  an  ass.  However,  this  morning,  all  these 
alarms  are  drowned  by  the  noise  of  the  guns,  which  have 
not  commenced  so  early  for  weeks,  for  they  generally 
take  a  rest  in  the  small  hours  after  their  night's  work. 

Ricarlton  has  gone  down  the  valley  to  photograph  the 
11 -in.  mortars  in  action  ;  he  has  been  trying  for  the  last 
two  days,  but  intervening  shells  of  the  enemy  have  pre- 
vented him.  It  will  be  interesting  if  he  is  able  to  take  a 
bursting  shell  in  the  middle  distance  ;  I  should  think  it 
would  be  difficult  to  focus  one  in  the  immediate  fore- 
ground. I  have  never  tried  myself,  and  don't  want  to. 
I  can't  make  out  where  all  the  interpreters  have  gone 
this  morning,  so  I  send  Chosan  round  to  ascertain.  He 
comes  back  and  says :  *  Four  piecee  men  headquarters 
have  gone.'  And  I  find  Ricarlton  is  about  taking  a 
picture  of  the  whole  personnel  of  General  Nogi;  the 
photographer  is  a  popular  man,  and  courted  by  the 
Japanese  officers,  and  the  interpreters  are  all  there. 
Once,  when  visiting  a  certain  division,  they  gave  him  an 
eight-course  dinner,  and  then  politely  asked  him  to  send 
ten  copies  each  of  the  pictures  he  had  taken  of  the 
General  and  Staff.  The  next  morning  Ricarlton,  who 
one  can't  say  is  a  mean  man,  sent  them  each  four  copies, 
and  then  casually  remarked  to  me  : 

*  I  guess  I  can  do  with  fewer  courses  when  they  invite 
me  to  dine  again,  for  my  printing  paper  is  running  short.' 

Chosan  has  astonished  us  with  a  dish  he  calls  by  a 
new  name,  but  which  we  find  is  simply  *  pancakes ' ;  but 
they  are  very  good. 
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Some  '  scrapping '  to-night  as  usual.  With  one 
exception  the  Eussians  are  shelling  the  11 -inch  guns 
at  the  end  of  our  valley.  Hope  they  won't  forget  the 
range  in  the  dark  and  drop  them  into  our  village ;  it's 
quite  difficult  enough  to  get  a  good  night  as  it  is.  The 
paper  panes  of  my  window  have  just  burst  with  the  con- 
cussions. There  goes  that  creaking  cart-wheel  of  a  shell 
lumbering  across  the  valley.  Now  the  machine-guns 
are  at  work.  It's  another  sortie,  I  know,  on  our  sappers 
and  miners.  In  India  I  have  heard  them  called  the 
'  suffering  miners ' ;  they  certainly  have  a  bad  time 
here.  The  dogs  which,  up  to  now,  have  been  indifferent 
to  the  noise  of  the  guns,  don't  like  the  thunder  of  the 
4'7's  at  night,  and  are  barking  vigorously.  They  will 
get  used  to  them  after  a  night  or  two.  I  think  the 
Eussians  would  like  to  draw  the  fire  from  our  11 -inch 
guns  and  find  out  by  the  flare  where  they  are  ;  but,  of 
course,  the  Japs  do  not  respond,  the  flash  would  give 
away  their  position  at  once. 

I  hear  that  the  two  battle-ships  struck  by  our  mortar 
shell  two  days  ago  are  the  Pallada  and  Bevitzan. 

October  9. — Good  news  this  morning.  Orders  are 
out  that  everything  must  be  ready  for  the  final  attack 
on  the  25th  inst.  Hope  it's  true  ;  I  am  getting  tired  of 
these  night  and  day  fights  with,  apparently,  no  result. 
On  arriving  to  lunch  with  General  Nogi  we  are  told  that 
an  attack  is  to  commence  at  3  o'clock  on  a  certain 
trench ;  the  decision  was  made  this  morning,  but  tiffin 
will  go  on  all  the  same.     As  the  invitations  are  out,  the 
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General  will  not  postpone  meeting  the  correspondents. 
It  is  a  very  pleasant  affair.  I  am  on  the  right  of 
Nogi,  and  have  to  respond,  on  behalf  of  my  colleagues, 
to  his  toast.  The  Toss  is  with  us,  and,  as  usual,  gets  a 
little  excited  with  the  good  cheer.  Just  as  the  party  is 
breaking  up  he  goes  to  an  interpreter  and  says : 

'  Now,  look  here.  You  tell  the  General  straight  from 
me.    Exact  words,  mind.' 

The  General  smiles  in  anticipation  of  some  courteous 
expression. 

*  Tell  him  that  he  must  come  to  England.  He  can 
cable  me,  and  I'll  meet  the  boat.  I'll  give  him  a  good 
time;  introduce  him  to  some  nice  people.  By  Jove, 
we'll  make  the  man  quite  famous  ! ' 

Did  the  interpreter  follow  out  Toss's  instructions,  I 
wonder  ? 

The  band  is  an  excellent  one,  and  plays  some 
good  selections.  The  meeting  breaks  up  just  as  the 
attack  on  the  position  commences ;  in  fact,  the  big 
guns  accompany  the  musical  instruments  during  the 
final  selection.  Before  we  go  an  orderly  comes  in  with 
the  news  that  the  trench  in  question  has  been  captured, 
only  fifty  men  and  one  officer  wounded.  But  fighting 
continues  throughout  the  afternoon  and  long  after  dark. 
I  see  some  new  men  busying  about  headquarters  this 
morning,  and  find  they  are  of  Ouchi's  regiment  and 
were  in  the  attack  on  Ban-u-san  in  August.  I  mention 
the  matter  to  General  Nogi. 

*  Yes,'  he  says,  '  there  are  seventeen  of  them.    I  am 
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keeping  them  here  at  headquarters,  though  they  are 
expecting  every  day  to  go  to  the  front.  They  will  never 
go  again ;  they  have  done  enough  for  their  country. 
Those  men  are  the  only  survivors  of  the  regiment,  and 
I  shall  see  that  they  go  back  to  their  wives  and  families. 
But  it  wouldn't  do  to  let  them  know  this,  Mr.  Villiers, 
or  they  might  frustrate  my  plan  by  committing  suicide.' 

General  Nogi,  during  a  conversation  with  me,  con- 
tinually expresses  his  sympathy  with  General  Stossel. 
He  says  he  is  ever  thinking  of  his  awkward  position, 
and  dreams  of  him  at  night,  wondering  what  he  would 
do  if  the  situation  were  reversed  ;  and  sometimes  he  will 
lie  awake  thinking  of  what  Stossel  will  do  next,  for  he 
frankly  tells  me  that  he  has  the  greatest  admiration  for 
the  Russian  General's  strategy  and  the  manner  in  which 
the  defensive  works  of  Port  Arthur  are  being  carried  out. 

1  It's  the  pick  and  shovel  that  are  the  weapons  now, 
as  I  am  continually  impressing  on  my  troops,  who  are 
rather  behind  in  sapping  and  mining.  I  know  there  is 
a  general  feeling  among  the  men  of  the  uselessness  of 
all  this  work,  if  we  are  to  advance  to-morrow ;  but  the 
Russians  are  masters  at  the  game,  and  we  must  follow 
their  example.  Look,'  says  the  General,  as  he  points  to 
a  well-worn  pick  leaning  against  the  wall,  '  there's  very 
little  but  the  stump  of  it  left.  I  have  had  this  shown 
to  the  men,  and  have  ordered  them  to  use  their  picks 
as  profitably.' 

'  It  is  a  pity,'  I  say,  '  that  General  Stossel  could  not 
have  come  to  tiffin  to-day.' 
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*  Yes,'  laughs  the  General ;  *  I  daresay  the  fare  would 
be  a  change  for  him.  The  two  correspondents  who 
passed  through  the  other  day,  told  me  that  he  break- 
fasts on  horse-steak,  to  the  accompaniment  of  one  of 
our  shells  occasionally  bursting  in  his  front  garden.' 

Another  officer,  with  the  proverbial  courtesy  of  the 
Japanese  strong  upon  him,  suggests  that  it  would  have 
been  hardly  polite  to  ask  Stossel  to  come  that  afternoon, 
as  they  were  going  to  attack  his  position. 

'  Ah,  I  forgot  that,'  say  I. 

But  though  these  little  pleasantries  are  passing 
about  the  Russian  general,  there  is  not  an  officer  who 
does  not  feel  that  he  would  like  to  embrace  the  gallant 
defender  of  Port  Arthur,  and  give  him  and  all  his  Staff 
a  hearty  welcome. 

It  is  now  9.30.  I  have  just  come  down  from  the 
hill,  and  all,  for  the  moment,  is  quiet.  I  wonder  what 
the  result  is.  The  night  is  pitch  dark,  the  heavy  clouds 
threaten  rain ;  we  can  only  tell  by  the  flash  of  the 
shrapnel  where  the  Japs  are  attacking,  as  the  fire  from 
the  rifles  is  hardly  discernible,  and  the  star-lights  seem 
to  be  pitched  too  high  to  be  effective.  Luckily  for  the 
troops  there  is  no  wind,  and  the  temperature  has  become 
suddenly  very  mild. 

October  10. — I  resolve  to  go  to  headquarters  to 
find  a  dentist.  '  Iron  rations  '  play  the  deuce  with  one's 
teeth.  One  of  mine  has  got  loose,  and  has  worried  me 
for  days. 

Find  Yamaguchi  in  his  tent,  and  full  of  news.    No 
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wonder  I  was  not  able  to  make  out  last  night's  fighting. 
It  was  more  or  less  a  joke  played  on  the  Russians  by  a 
contingent  of  Japanese  soldiers  of  the  left  wing  of  the 
Ninth  Division.  These  men,  with  a  few  comrades  of  the 
right  of  the  Eleventh  Division,  which  of  course  touches 
the  Ninth,  crept  up  to  the  enemy's  position,  and,  when 
close  to  their  trenches,  suddenly  began  shouting,  to  the 
full  capacity  of  their  lungs,  their  popular  war-song.  The 
Russians,  thinking  an  attack  was  imminent,  rushed 
into  their  works  and  opened  fire.  Soon  pom-poms  and 
machine-guns  were  in  action,  blazing  away  at  imaginary 
enemies  in  the  dark,  and  presently  searchlights  played 
on  the  hills,  and  star  bombs  burst  over  the  valley. 
Though  hardly  a  shot  was  fired  by  the  Japs,  the  Russian 
artillery  set  to  work,  and  shells  tore  the  sides  of  the  hills, 
adding  their  sudden,  reddish  glare  to  the  extraordinary 
sight  we  had  witnessed  the  previous  night.  It  shows 
what  a  nervous  state  the  Russians  must  be  in  owing  to 
the  strain  of  the  terrible  siege,  to  make  all  this  to-do 
about  nothing. 

The  whole  Japanese  line  that  day  had  been  so  elated 
by  the  success  of  the  right  wing  of  the  Ninth  capturing 
the  foremost  trench  of  the  Urhlung  fort  in  forty  minutes, 
at  the  small  loss  of  fifty  men  and  one  officer  wounded — 
none  were  killed — that  they  could  hardly  be  restrained 
from  attempting  to  rush  the  whole  Russian  position. 

The  strategical  importance  of  the  capture  of  this 
trench  reminds  me  of  the  exploit  of  Lord  Charles 
Beresford,  when  I  was  with  him  on  the  Condor  before 
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Fort  Marabout.  The  only  way  we  could  tackle  this 
huge  fort  was  to  run  the  Condor  in  under  her  guns, 
which  we  did,  and  the  Egyptians  could  not  depress 
their  cannon  sufficiently  to  hull  her.  The  Japs  are  now 
in  a  similar  position  regarding  Fort  Niroshan.  They 
are  so  far  under  the  enemy's  machine-guns  that  they 
can  quickly  push  forward  with  pick  and  shovel  without 
much  danger.  The  men  who  rushed  it  yesterday  com- 
menced at  once  to  do  this,  and  are  now  burrowing  like 
moles  up  the  side  of  the  glacis,  and  this  morning  we 
can  see  the  track  of  their  picks  by  mounds  of  fresh  red 
earth  glistening  in  the  sun. 

There  is  no  dentist  at  headquarters ;  but  the  sur- 
geon, in  the  usual  polite  manner  of  the  Japanese, 
apologises  to  me  for  lack  of  proper  instruments,  as  the 
forceps  have  all  gone  up  to  the  First  Division  this  morn- 
ing for  extracting  bullets ;  teeth  extraction  is  at  a 
discount  just  now,  he  smilingly  adds.  So  he  operates 
upon  me  with  a  tourniquet.  Luckily  he  has  some 
cocaine,  and  Yamaguchi,  in  lieu  of  a  dentist's  chair, 
holds  my  head.  I  must  say,  considering  the  situation, 
it  was  an  excellent  operation. 

The  Kussians  are  very  quiet  to-day,  after  their  scare 
of  last  night.  Only  a  few  shells  have  been  humming 
along  the  valley,  like  mighty  malignant  wasps,  fed  on 
the  *  food  of  the  gods '  and  looking  for  some  one  to  sting  ; 
but  they  have  done  no  harm. 

Chosan  is  not  well  again.  He  tells  me,  poor  fellow, 
he  ■  no  chow  take  two  days.    He  five  minutes  chow  take 
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he  ten  minutes  welly  bad  here,'  and  he  points  to  his 
'  Little  Mary.'  I  am  afraid  he  has  caught  a  chill,  and  he 
is  not  well  clothed.  I  must  try  to  find  him  a  cummer- 
bund. 

Take  some  sketches  up  to  headquarters  to  be  cen- 
sored. The  officers  are  very  fond  of  pictures,  and  the 
drawings  are  in  and  out  the  envelopes,  as  they  are 
passed  round  to  the  members  of  Nogi's  Staff,  many 
times  before  the  coveted  stamp  of  the  Censor  is  placed 
upon  them.  If  they  get  home  without  being  utterly 
effaced  it  will  be  a  wonder.  At  the  same  time  I  feel 
quite  pleased  at  the  interest  taken  in  them,  and  the 
testimony  to  their  accuracy. 

Chosan  has  found  some  mutton  to-day,  so  he  says 
but  I  doubt  it.  Both  Barry  and  I  think  it  is  the  flesh 
of  some  new  animal  that  has  not  yet  been  revealed  to 
man  by  the  testimony  of  the  Rocks.  But  the  other 
ingredients  in  the  dish  called  '  stew,'  which  the  China- 
man is  always  serving  us,  make  it  palatable  enough. 
Barry  thinks  he  might  make  a  story  out  of  that  beast, 
if  he  could  only  trace  it ;  but  Chosan  simply  says  : 

'My  no  bobberly1  you.  I  savvy  what's  topside 
all  same,  Master  never  mind.' 

Very  weak  gun-fire  to-night,  with  a  sprinkling  of 
shots  from  the  outpost.  There  is  a  low  murmur  down 
by  the  railway  siding.  Fatigue  parties,  of  some  150 
men,  are  dragging  the  newly  arrived  11 -inch  guns  to 
their  emplacements.    The  Russians  seem  to  be  rather 
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staggered  with  the  six  already  in  position.  It  will  be  a 
greater  surprise  to  them  when  we  get  the  other  twelve 
up  from  Dalny  located  in  front  of  their  forts.  It  seems 
such  a  hopeless  struggle  for  them.  We  all  have  great 
sympathy  for  the  brave  fellows  who,  when  the  story  is 
known  of  their  pluck,  endurance  and  privations,  will 
enlist  the  admiration  of  the  whole  world. 

October  11. — The  naval  guns  opened  fire  about 
2  a.m.,  the  concussion  bursting  both  my  windows  open. 
Chosan  has  fixed  them  up  in  some  unaccountable  way, 
and  I  must  leave  them  open  until  he  arrives  in  the 
morning.  The  room  becomes  so  cold  that  I  am  com- 
pelled to  dress  and  walk  about  to  keep  myself  warm. 
I  almost  envy  my  colleagues  who  are  living  at  the  fort 
of  Ho-o-shan.  They  are  no  longer  under  canvas,  but 
have  dug  cabins  in  the  ravines  and,  as  they  have  no 
flimsy  paper  windows  to  deal  with,  are  as  snug  and 
comfortable  as  possible. 

I  take  Chosan  to  the  doctor's.  It  happens  to  be 
raining  at  the  time,  so  I  lend  him  my  waterproof.  He 
is  quite  a  figure  with  his  sun-hat,  from  which  hangs  his 
pigtail,  and  the  long  waterproof  trailing  to  his  heels. 
They  are  very  civil  at  headquarters,  and  send  me  round 
with  him  to  the  surgeon,  who  thoroughly  overhauls  him 
and  gives  him  some  powders,  with  which  he  is  delighted. 

1  What  does  the  doctor  say,  Chosan  ? ' 

*  Chow  to-day  must  not  have  got ;  white-paper-chow 
before  sleep  my  take.' 

As  he  has  only  had  a  cup  of  rice  in  two  days   I 
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think  this  rather  hard  on  him ;  but  he  seems  much 
pleased,  and  very  proud  of  the  flannel  cholera  belt  which 
I  have  given  him. 

'  My  all  same  makee  muchee  warm  here,'  and  he  pats 
his  stomach. 

He  tells  me  that,  to  show  his  gratitude,  he  has 
smuggled  in,  while  I  was  out,  some  bean-stalks,  and  has 
made  a  soft  bed  for  me ;  which  is  a  pleasant  surprise, 
as  I  was  absolutely  getting  sore  with  the  hard  mud 
divan  I  have  been  sleeping  on  for  over  two  months. 

'  Rosy '  comes  over  from  the  dug-out,  and  says  the 
boys  at  Ho-o-shan  have  made  quite  comfortable  mansions 
in  the  side  of  the  ravine. 

7.30.  Heavy  guns  open  fire  suddenly  over  by  the 
First  Division,  followed  by  infantry  fire,  and  a  general 
action  commences  with  startling  rapidity.  Star-bombs 
and  searchlights  brightly  illumine  the  valley.  I  dis- 
cover that  the  Japs  are  attacking  the  Russian  position 
covering  the  railway  bridge  at  the  curve  leading  into 
Port  Arthur,  and  the  heavy  11 -inch  guns  for  the  first 
time  are  brought  into  action  at  night. 

The  fighting  has  lasted  about  an  hour,  and  they  are 
quieting  down  now.  The  Japs  have  successfully  rushed 
the  trenches.  Barry,  who  has  been  writing  his  inter- 
view with  Kodama,  suddenly  jumps  up,  swallows  a 
spoonful  of  strawberry  jam,  and  hastens  to  the  door. 

'Where  are  you  off  to  in  such  a  hurry?'  say  I; 
'  the  fighting's  finished.' 

'  Why,  man,  most  important  business,'  returns  Barry ; 
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'must  see  an  interpreter  at  once.  I  want  to  know  if 
Kodama  drinks  tea,  and  where  he  was  born ;  I  can't  get 
on  with  my  article  without  my  mind  is  easy  regarding 
those  two  points.' 

Barry  returns  disappointed. 

1  Most  unsatisfactory,'  says  he. 

1  Why,  doesn't  he  know  ? ' 

1  It's  not  that,  he  wasn't  there ;  and  that's  what  I 
complain  about  these  interpreters,  they  ought  always  to 
be  around  to  answer  important  questions.  Most 
unsatisfactory,'  he  mumbles,  as  he  swallows  another 
spoonful  of  his  beloved  preserve,  and  continues  writing. 

A  soldier  of  the  Ninth  Division  came  to  see  us  to- 
day, and  brought  with  him  a  flag,  shot  through  and 
through,  and  stained  with  blood.  He  was  the  first  man 
in  Ban-u-san,  waved  the  flag  for  a  moment,  and  was 
shot.  This  was  the  banner  that  the  military  attache  and 
I  saw  for  an  instant  wave  in  the  redoubt,  and  as  quickly 
disappear ;  we  were  the  only  two  who  saw  the  incident, 
and  the  others  argued  that  it  could  not  be  so,  and  that 
the  Japs  at  that  moment  had  not  entered  the  fort.  I 
was  very  keen  on  the  point,  and  there  was  much  dis- 
cussion about  it  at  the  time.  Now  here  is  the  very  man 
to  prove  my  sight  is  as  good,  if  not  better,  than  my 
colleagues.'  He  is  a  bright,  intelligent-looking  lad,  who 
had  been  a  domestic  servant  in  San  Francisco,  and  speaks 
English  very  well.  The  story  he  tells  is  modest  but 
intensely  dramatic.  He  is  one  of  the  seventeen  sur- 
vivors of  Ouchi's  regiment,  who  had  to  soak  their  iron 
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ration  in  the  water  mixed  with  the  blood  of  their  comrades 
in  the  trench  below  Ban-u-san,  just  before  the  heroic 
seventy  started  on  their  perilous  adventure  to  capture  it. 
But  the  most  interesting  point  of  his  story  to  me  was 
when  he  produced  that  flag  from  his  jacket. 

October  12. — There  was  desultory  firing  all  night, 
but  it  is  very  quiet  this  morning.  The  sun  is  breaking 
through  the  clouds,  and  is  quickly  drying  the  soddened 
fields.  The  harvesters,  who  were  idle  yesterday  owing  to 
the  rain,  are  now  busy  again  threshing  corn,  and  lopping 
off  the  heads  of  the  tall  millet.  The  alleys  and  byways 
are  strewed  with  the  litter.  One  could  easily  lose  one's 
way  just  now  in  Tobeshin,  for  the  stacks  of  corn-stalks, 
built  up  in  the  compounds,  might  well  be  taken  for  new 
cottages  with  thatched  roofs,  and  the  stately  shafts  of 
the  millet,  propped  up  to  dry  against  every  wall  and 
house,  has  made  the  little  village  almost  unrecognisable 
a  few  yards  away.  The  areas  in  front  of  the  cottages 
are  full  of  the  freshly-cut  produce  ready  to  be  stored  for 
the  winter.  Crates  of  turnips  and  radishes,  huge 
baskets  that  a  whole  family  might  hide  in,  are  brimming 
with  golden  grain,  and  the  lopped  heads  of  the  millet, 
piled  like  kindle-wood,  glisten  a  burnished  copper  in  the 
rays  of  the  sun.  In  spite  of  the  whistle  of  shells  and  the 
rattle  of  musketry,  there  is  plenty,  if  not  peace,  in  the  land. 

The  donkeys  move  unmolested  up  and  down  the 
roads,  picking  up  stray  beans  and  millet  stalks,  enjoying 
a  well-earned  rest  after  their  exertions  in  bringing  in  the 
harvest,  for  their  duties  were  rather  heavy.    I  have  seen 
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these  animals,  some  not  bigger  than  a  Newfoundland 
dog,  struggling  homeward  with  a  load  as  large  as  a 
tram-car.  The '  Chinese  horse,'  as  the  little  beast  is  called 
by  the  Japanese,  is  long-suffering  and  long-enduring,  as 
well  as  long-eared.  I  have  never  had  so  much  respect 
and  admiration  for  any  ass  before.  Why  are  they  called 
by  that  name,  which  is  suggestive  of  stupid  imbecility  ? 
A  horse  is  a  far  sillier  animal.  He  will  go  on,  if  man 
will  let  him,  till  he  drops  dead.  A  donkey  will  go  on  till 
he  gets  tired,  and  then  he  will  sit  down.  I  know  this 
sensible  trait  in  this  much- despised  brute,  for  it  occurred 
to  me  the  other  day,  when  I  had  to  smoke  at  least  two 
pipes  by  the  road-side,  seated  on  my  haversack,  till  the 
donkey  felt  refreshed  enough  to  proceed. 

I  have  just  received  the  official  account  of  the  '  scrap ' 
we  saw  last  night.  The  left  wing  of  the  First  Division, 
of  only  three  companies,  attacked  the  Eussian  trench 
near  the  railway  bridge  south  of  the  Ryugan,  or  the  Fort 
of  the  Dragon  Eye.  They  started  at  7  p.m.,  and  after  an 
hour  and  a  half's  bombardment,  in  which  our  newly- 
arrived  mortars  figured,  it  was  captured  with  the  small 
loss  on  our  side  of  thirty-one  casualties.  At  the  same 
time  the  Russians  made  a  counter  attack  on  Ban-u-san, 
in  which  the  right  wing  of  the  Eleventh  Division  was 
engaged,  which  lasted  all  night.  Official  statements 
are,  I  find,  sometimes  inaccurate.  The  soldiers'  account 
of  the  First  Division  '  scrap '  is  this,  that  the  Japs  tried  to 
capture  the  trench  in  question.  Owing  to  the  excellence 
of  the  Russian  artillery  fire  they  could  not  succeed  in 
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rushing  the  position,  but  remained  near  to  it.  The  news 
from  the  front  regarding  the  Ban-u-san  business  was 
that  the  Russians  were  repulsed  after  fighting  into  the 
small  hours  of  the  morning,  with  the  Jap  loss  of  only 
twelve  men,  after  six  hours'  fighting.  Anyway,  it  was  a 
very  fine  sight,  and  was  almost  worth  the  casualties  for 
the  pyrotechnic  display  alone.  There  must  have  been 
two  star-lights  to  each  man  shot. 

Lieutenant-General  Nishi,  who  has  come  down  from 
Liaoyang  on  a  visit  to  Nogi,  has  just  been  made  a  full 
General.  I  remember  seeing  him  ten  years  ago  storm- 
ing the  Etse  Fort,  or  Chair  Hill,  the  then  key  of  Port 
Arthur,  and  later  on  in  the  day  I  was  with  Nogi  at  the 
famous  parade  ground. 

Ah  !  then  the  great  fortress  was  captured  in  a  day. 
It's  a  different  kettle  of  fish  this  time.  I  have  just 
turned  up  a  few  notes  of  that  business  ten  years  ago. 
It  was  November  21,  1894.  The  fighting  started  at 
dawn  and  it  was  practically  all  over  by  mid-day. 
The  Japs  lost  one  lieutenant  killed  (a  major  afterwards 
succumbed  to  his  wounds),  and  six  captains  and  two 
lieutenants  were  wounded.  Only  seventeen  non-coms, 
and  men  were  killed  in  battle,  and  270  men  wounded. 
Port  Arthur  was  defended  by  about  14,000  Chinese. 

To-day  there  are  only  10,000  capable  fighting  men,  by 
reliable  reports,  defending  the  Port  Arthur  position,  and 
we,  after  six  weeks'  investing  the  place,  have  lost  nearly 
30,000  men  without  having  captured  any  position  of 
great  strategic  value. 
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October  13. — A  fine,  summer-like  morning,  with  a 
gentle  breeze.  We  have  had  a  quiet  night.  Very  little 
shelling  going  on  until  four  o'clock.  Chosan  is  still  seedy, 
I  have  put  him  off  all  work  to-day.  He  can't  touch 
solid  food,  so  I  procured  a  tin  of  Nestle's  milk  from  the 
sutler,  and  mixed  him  some  with  brandy,  which  he 
seems  to  relish. 

A  telegram  arrived  about  midnight  of  yesterday, 
from  the  Northern  Army,  stating  that  the  first,  second, 
and  fourth  armies  had  that  morning  attacked  the 
Russian  advanced  position  before  Mukden.  The  enemy 
made  little  resistance,  and  the  Japs  have  captured 
25  guns,  11  ammunition  waggons,  150  prisoners,  and 
have  occupied  the  whole  Russian  position.  The  left 
wing  is  now  pursuing  the  Russians  to  cut  off  Kuro- 
patkin's  retreat. 

In  capturing  the  railway  bridge  and  entrenchments 
the  night  before  last,  only  one  company  of  the  Ninth 
Division  attacked.  Their  casualties  were  7  killed  and 
31  wounded.  The  Russians  during  the  night  tried  to 
retake  the  position,  but  were  repulsed. 

Sudden  outburst  about  noon  from  the  Japanese 
guns.  Find  that  they  are  bombarding  the  Russian  forts. 
General  Nishi  has  just  gone  up  to  the  artillery  position. 
Probably  the  Japs  are  showing  the  General  the  various 
ranges,  and  what  the  11 -inch  guns  can  do. 

Six  o'clock.  The  bombardment  has  ceased,  and 
there  is  an  unusual  quietude  for  a  moment  with  both 
armies,  with  the  exception  of  the  fatigue  parties  down 
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at  the  railway  siding.  They,  looking  like  ants  in  their 
dark  winter  clothing,  swarm  over  the  newly-arrived 
11-inch  guns,  struggling  with  them,  shifting  them  from 
their  trucks,  and  dragging  them  into  position.  Luckily 
the  roads  are  hard  and  firm  with  the  recent  spell  of  dry 
weather,  and  the  gigantic  task  of  moving  the  heavy 
mass  of  iron  is  comparatively  an  easy  one.  Two  have 
started  in  the  direction  of  the  First  Division,  a  distance 
of  five  or  six  miles.  Fixed  in  a  frame  of  heavy  timbers, 
they  are  passed  over  wooden  rollers,  and  so  are  slowly 
dragged  forward  by  a  team  of  men. 

8.30.  The  heavy  guns  have  commenced  again.  The 
4*7  seems  to  be  the  busiest  ;  and,  as  usual,  the  blast 
shakes  our  shanty  till  the  door  rattles.  The  infantry 
are  also  at  work,  joined  by  an  occasional  machine  gun. 
I  suppose  it  means  another  night's  fighting.  How 
weary  those  unfortunate  Russians  must  be,  harried  in 
this  manner  night  and  day,  with  no  possible  hope.  I 
hear  to-day  that  Stossel  is  now  without  horseflesh, 
and  all  rations  are  scanty  at  Port  Arthur.  Even  the 
well-water,  which  is  all  they  can  rely  on  after  the 
capture  of  the  water-works,  is  nearly  giving  out. 

Just  come  back  from  my  point  of  vantage.  The 
■  scrap  '  has  only  lasted  the  best  part  of  an  hour.  The 
fighting  was  evidently  round  by  the  railway  bridge 
below  the  Urhlungs.  The  moon  is  on  the  wane,  the 
searchlights  and  star  bombs  are  not  working,  so  little 
is  seen  but  the  flash  of  the  guns.  Ah,  now  the  Russians 
have  got  one  of  their  searchlights  to  work,  and  its  pale 
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rays  creep  from  hill  to  hill.  What  can  they  see,  I 
wonder  ?  Another  trench  or  redoubt  occupied  by  the 
enemy,  and  the  bodies  of  their  fallen  comrades  lying 
weltering  in  their  blood  on  parapet  or  glacis  ? 

October  14.-— Fighting  recommenced  at  11  last  night, 
and  continued  without  intermission  until  6  o'clock  this 
morning.  The  weather  is  mild,  and  the  sky  clear.  The 
love-song  of  the  '  Chinese  horse '  awoke  me,  for  the 
baby-clock  next  door  did  not  seem  to  go  off  at  the  usual 
time ;  any  way  I  am  later.  This  is  excusable,  for  Barry 
did  not  leave  till  past  one,  having  worked  till  that  hour 
on  his  Kodama  interview.  At  2.30  a.m.  he  came  back, 
rapping  at  the  window  to  know  if  I  would  let  him  in,  as 
he  was  too  hungry  to  sleep,  and  he  wanted  the  rice 
kettle  and  a  pot  of  jam.  The  Japanese  naval  guns  were 
then  pegging  away,  and  they  are  far  from  soporific.  I 
only  fell  asleep  when  they  slackened,  towards  dawn. 
Chosan  leaves  us  to-day  for  his  people  in  Dalny,  for 
he  is  too  ill  to  remain.  I  don't  know  what  I  shall  do 
without  him.  I  go  over  to  my  colleagues  at  the  foot 
of  Ho-o-shan.  The  place  that  knew  them  once  is  now 
deserted,  and  there  is  no  sign  of  them.  I  shout  the 
name  of  each,  but  there  is  no  answer.  Meeting  a 
soldier  coming  down  from  the  mountain,  I  point  to 
the  badge  on  my  arm,  and  pantomime  that  I  want  to 
meet  men  who  have  the  same  insignia.  With  the  in- 
telligence that  all  Japanese  soldiers  show,  he  at  once 
leads  me  to  a  narrow  and  deep  crevasse.  I  descend 
about  twenty-five  feet,  and  worm  my  way  towards  its 
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mouth.  Presently  a  wall  of  stones  blocks  my  path.  I 
scramble  over  it,  and  then  discover  my  colleagues 
snugly  encamped  in  the  deep  ravine,  safe  from  the  terrible 
north  wind,  and  more  or  less  from  shell  fire,  for  the 
enemy's  projectiles  would  occasionally  come  that  way. 
David  James,  of  the  '  Daily  Telegraph,'  and  Richmond 
Smith,  of  the  Associated  Press,  were  the  carpenters 
and  builders,  and  Norregaard,  of  the  '  Daily  Mail,' 
engineered  the  works,  while  Rosenthal,  of  the  Bioscope 
Company,  caters  for  the  trio  when  they  have  finished 
the  day's  labour.  It  is  an  ideal  little  encampment, 
within  a  few  minutes  of  the  fighting,  and  less  than  a  mile 
from  the  beleaguered  city,  when  the  time  comes  for 
our  triumphal  entry.  They  are  busily  preparing  their 
mess-house,  which  is  nicely  warmed  by  a  patent  stove 
picked  up  in  Dalny,  for  General  Nogi  has  taken  great 
interest  in  their  proceedings,  and  is  coming  to  luncheon 
with  them  directly  the  place  is  in  proper  order.  Patriotic 
James  has  run  up  the  White  Ensign  in  the  centre  of  the 
camp,  and  I  must  say  it  is  delightfully  refreshing  to  look 
upon,  I  having  for  months  only  seen  the  one  with  the  red 
spot  on  the  white  ground,  which  represents  the  Rising  Sun. 
On  returning  to  Tobeshin  I  find  Chosan  has  gone.  I 
had  engaged  a  donkey  and  boy  to  take  the  invalid  on  to 
the  station,  so  he  ought  to  be  in  Dalny  and  comparative 
comfort  before  nightfall.  Find  Barry  busy  cleaning  up 
the  cups  and  spoons,  and  washing  rice,  the  while  ruefully 
contemplating  six  empty  jam-pots  in  a  row  on  the 
window-sill — the  result  of  three  days'  dissipation.    He 
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is  rather  glum,  for  there  is  no  chance  of  getting  more 
till  Chosan  comes  back.  The  children  round  about  the 
village  look  upon  Barry  with  great  delight,  for  they  use 
his  empty  tins  for  mixing  their  mud  in,  when  they  play 
at  making  mealy-cakes. 

Goto  comes  in  and  tells  us  that  the  Japs  this  morning 
have  succeeded  in  destroying  a  gigantic  improvised 
hyposcope  made  of  pier-glasses,  requisitioned  from  a 
lady's  boudoir  at  Port  Arthur,  and  cunningly  fixed  up 
in  a  trench  below  one  of  the  forts  of  the  Cockscomb,  by 
which  the  Russians  could  see  right  into  the  Japanese 
parallel,  and  direct  their  shrapnel  fire  with  deadly  effect 
on  the  opposing  sappers  and  miners. 

Eight  p.m. — The  Japs  have  commenced  their  nightly 
shelling.  The  boom  of  their  big  guns  is  incessant.  There 
is  now  no  chance  of  a  quiet  night  till  the  fall  of  the 
fortress.  The  pandemonium  will  gradually  increase  as 
each  of  the  further  siege  mortars  comes  into  position. 
The  blast  of  these,  with  the  three  hundred  odd  cannon, 
including  the  4'7's,  6-inch  naval,  and  howitzers,  when 
the  final  assault  takes  place,  will  probably  make  the 
loudest  thunder  that  has  ever  been  heard  by  man. 

October  15. — Comparatively  a  quiet  night.  One  or 
two  big  guns  open  fire  in  an  erratic  sort  of  way  in  the 
small  hours,  as  if  suddenly  awakened  from  their  slumber, 
and  a  few  machine-guns  seem  to  have  the  nightmare 
and  chip  in  in  the  same  manner.  The  men  of  both 
opposing  forces  in  the  trenches  are  in  a  highly-wrought, 
nervous  condition.     They   have    now  been   over    two 
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months  facing  each  other  along  the  ten-mile  stretch 
from  sea  to  sea,  and  hardly  an  hour  in  all  that  time  has 
passed  without  some  kind  of  fighting. 

The  spell  of  summer-like  weather  has  passed,  and  it 
is  cold  once  more,  the  wind  veering  to  the  north. 

We  have  induced  the  boy-help,  who  comes  in  to  light 
the  fire  morning  and  evening,  to  wash  his  hands  and 
face,  and  to  leave  off  eating  garlic.  He  comes  and 
reports  to  me  before  commencing  work.  He  breathes 
hard  on  approaching,  lifts  up  his  hands  and  then  his 
chin,  and  slowly  works  his  head  round,  as  if  it  were  on  a 
pivot,  to  show  me,  as  Barry  says,  that  he  has  *  abluted.' 
The  other  boys  in  the  village  are  almost  scared  out  of 
their  wits  by  this  innovation  by  the  hated  red-haired, 
*  foreign  devil ' — fearing  that  in  time  the  possibility  of 
this  washing  process  may  become  the  general  custom. 
Our  boy  is  looked  upon  with  unspeakable  scorn  by  his 
more  conservative  comrades,  and  tells  me  this  morning 
that,  owing  to  this  unpleasant  situation,  he  must  ask 
me  for  a  rise  in  his  wages,  not  for  the  purpose  of  buying 
soap,  but  to  help  him  to  soften  the  outraged  feelings  of 
the  other  boys  by  presents  of  native  sweetmeats. 

A  message  came  in  from  Admiral  Togo  last  night 
that  he  had  captured,  on  the  12th  inst.,  a  German 
steamer  Pewping,  trying  to  make  Port  Arthur.  She  had 
four  thousand  pairs  of  boots  on  board,  and  was  loaded 
with  provisions  and  ammunition.  The  vessel  had  been 
chartered  by,  and  was  in  charge  of,  Captain  Edgbert,  late 
adjutant  of  General  Kuropatkin.    He  had  been  in  two 


THEEE  MONTHS  WITH  THE   BESIEGERS  181 

battles  in  the  vicinity  of  Liaoyang ;  in  the  latter  fight 
he  had  been  wounded  and  sent  to  the  field  hospital  at 
Mukden,  where  he  rallied  and  was  sufficiently  cured  to 
take  in  hand  this  daring  venture  to  succour  Port  Arthur. 
Several  water  reservoirs  have  been  discovered  in  the 
stony  bed  of  the  usually  dry  water-course  at  the  foot  of 
the  Double  Dragon  Fort ;  some  are  thirty  centimetres 
deep  ;  piping  and  pumping  gear  were  found  in  the  lately 
captured  trenches ;  this  shows  that  the  Japs  have  now 
cut  off  another  water  supply,  probably  the  reservoir  to 
the  eastern  group  of  forts  overlooking  the  Suichi  Valley. 

Engineers  and  gunners  are  busily  working  night  and 
day  in  emplacing  the  newly-arrived  11 -inch  guns  at  the 
foot  of  our  valley.  Late  last  night  the  men  were  work- 
ing, embedding  the  carriages  in  cement  by  the  light  of 
huge  bonfires.  My  friend  Barry,  on  seeing  this  great 
illumination,  became  much  excited.  He  said  to  me  : 
'At  last  I  have  found  what  I  have  been  hunting  for 
ever  since  I  arrived  before  Port  Arthur.' 

<  What  is  that  ? ' 

*  Why,  a  field  crematorium ;  there  they  are,  don't 
you  see,  roasting  their  dead  ? ' 

October  16. — For  the  first  time  for  two  weeks  the 
night  has  been  perfectly  quiet.  However,  it  is  simply 
the  lull  before  the  storm.  It  is  much  colder,  the  air  is 
keen,  and  the  sky  clear.  The  sun  this  morning  seems 
lazy,  for  it  is  close  on  seven  o'clock,  and  his  saffron 
tints  are  only  but  now  touching  the  hill- tops.  The 
inhabitants  of  the  village  are  also  lazy  this  morning, 
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and  the  baby- clock  next  door  has  failed  to  awaken  me 
again ;  even  the  '  Chinese  horse '  has  not  yet  lifted  his 
voice  in  amorous  song.  Ah !  there  goes  a  volley  from 
those  who  never  seem  to  sleep — the  watchers  in  the 
trenches,  who  have  been  impatiently  waiting  until  the 
first  gleam  of  daylight  to  be  at  their  bloody  work  with  a 
surer  aim.  Now  a  shell  lazily  wends  its  way,  creaking 
and  wheezing  on  its  path,  and  plumps  down  in  the 
vicinity  whence  the  volley  came.  The  Russians  are 
apparently  eking  out  their  powder,  for  now  and  again 
a  projectile  will  fumble  along  like  this  one,  as  if  it  had 
had  a  very  poor  send-off  from  Port  Arthur,  and  in  its 
humiliation,  with  a  low  wail,  buries  its  head  in  the 
heavy  soil ;  and  there  the  thing  lies  until  some  fool  comes 
along  hunting  for  trophies,  and  fiddles  about  with  it, 
when  it  explodes,  and  the  damage  it  does  is  extraordinary. 
Six  soldiers  were  blown  to  pieces  three  days  ago  through 
trifling  with  a  shell  which  was  still  alive,  though 
apparently  dead. 

It  is  now  past  seven  o'clock,  and  the  boy-help  has 
not  turned  up.  He  had  a  loose  cold  last  night,  which 
troubled  all  of  us  as  well  as  himself,  for  these  Man- 
churians  seem  to  have  no  idea  of  the  fitness  of  things  ; 
though  there  are  no  carpets  on  the  mud  floors  to 
spoil,  we  were  obliged  to  put  him  out  of  the  room  at 
dinner-time.  The  Marquis  d'Adda  and  Washburn  came 
over  to  our  village  to  find  a  house,  and  in  a  few  minutes 
the  Chinese  family  of  fourteen  people  next  door  had  to 
shift  into  one  apartment.     Some  of  the  women  cried, 
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and  we  were  all  rather  sorry  for  them.  I  am  glad  that 
there  was  no  trouble  of  this  kind  in  my  house.  It 
had  been  the  village  school,  and  the  contingent  of 
boy  scholars,  instead  of  shedding  tears  at  being  turned 
out  on  my  arrival,  were  overjoyed  with  the  pro- 
spect of  a  long  vacation,  in  fact  until  the  great  fortress 
falls. 

About  2.30  p.m.  the  big  guns  open  fire,  and  I 
hurry  on  to  the  scene  of  action.  There  are  apparently 
two  Russian  forts  involved  in  the  Japanese  assault — the 
Niroshan,  or  the  Two  Dragons,  and  Hachimachi,  called 
the  Turban,  because  of  the  conical  contour  of  the  hill 
with  a  belt  of  trenches  round  it.  This  latter  work  is  a  new 
Russian  redoubt,  and  is  the  one  on  which  the  Japs  intend 
to  seriously  carry  the  attack  home.  The  preliminary 
bombardment  is  proceeding  in  a  desultory  manner  as  I 
reach  my  point  of  vantage.  The  weather  is  sunny, 
and  there  is  a  south  wind  blowing.  The  panorama  of 
the  Port  Arthur  positions  lies  before  me,  but  much 
changed.  The  hills  that  were  green  or  golden  with 
ripening  grain  a  month  ago,  when  the  assaults  on  Ban-u- 
san  and  the  Cockscomb  Forts  took  place,  now  look  as  if 
the  blasting,  withering  breath  of  war  has  scorched  them 
of  their  cloak  of  verdure,  for  the  harvest  has  come  and 
gone,  and  they  lie,  brown  and  bare,  and  in  a  way  omin- 
ously volcanic,  with  their  broken  crests  glittering  with 
machine  guns  and  cannon. 

Suddenly,    the    desultory    gun-fire    becomes   more 
regular  and  faster,  with  its  bursting  shells.     The  Jap 
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11 -inch  mortars  hurling  their  500-lb.  projectiles  with 
devilish  precision  into  the  enemy's  trenches  forming 
the  Turban,  the  huge  iron  cylinders,  torn  in  segments 
by  the  explosion,  churn  up  the  earth,  and  make  a  hole 
sufficient  for  the  foundation  of  a  two-roomed  cottage. 
Mighty  columns  of  vapour  roll  upward  like  the  dense 
steam  from  a  gigantic  geyser,  only  richer  in  colour, 
for  the  snowy  cloud  is  mixed  with  the  deeper  tones  of 
the  scattered  soil,  interwoven  with  the  azure  blue  of 
the  reflected  sky.  The  white  wreaths  of  the  bursting 
shrapnel  curve  and  worm  above  the  parapets  of  the 
redoubt,  as  the  projected  slug  and  shot  beat  down  upon 
the  glacis,  till  its  surface  appears  like  the  boiling  surf. 
There  seems  not  a  foot  of  the  Fort  of  the  Turban 
that  is  not  ploughed  and  seared  by  the  Japanese  fire. 
The  setting  sun  casts  the  right  of  the  conical  hill  into 
deep  shade,  down  which  runs  the  deeper  shadow  of  a 
nullah.  Out  of  the  purple  depths  flashes  of  cold  light 
quickly  appear — five,  fifteen,  twenty,  one  hundred  shafts 
of  steel  now  quiver  through  the  shadow ;  and,  as  they 
catch  the  ruddy  glow,  look  as  if  they  were  already 
steeped  in  the  life-blood  of  their  foe ;  then  at  lightning 
speed  little  dark  figures  follow  up,  up  through  the  bubbling 
sea  of  shrapnel.  For  a  moment  the  gallant  little  con- 
tingent waver  as  the  men  drop  thickly  under  this  hellish 
leaden  rain ;  but  hundreds  of  their  comrades  are  soon 
in  touch  with  them,  and  the  remnant  of  the  advance  is 
carried  forward  in  the  rush  on  to  the  foremost  trenches. 
Then,  for  a  moment,  the  cannon  on  either  side  cease 
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their  thunder  as  if  holding  their  sulphurous  breath  in 
anxious  expectancy,  as  the  bayonets  clash  and  thrust  in 
the  rippling  yellow  fire  on  the  Turban's  crest.  The 
deadly  silence  of  the  embrace  is  soon  over,  for  trium- 
phant shouts  are  borne  towards  us  on  the  southerly 
breeze,  and  the  dark  figures  are  pushing  onward  again. 
Over  the  knoll  sweeps  the  bristling  torrent  of  bayonets, 
and  down  to  the  rear  trenches  where  the  Kussians  are 
making  a  last  bold  stand.  The  air  is  rent  again  with 
the  crackle  of  shrapnel  and  splinters  of  shell,  but  nothing 
can  stop  the  persistent  little  fellows.  Many  are  torn  to 
shreads  and  pounded  into  the  earth  by  the  way,  until, 
from  the  scant  cover  of  the  pits  excavated  by  the  fire  of 
their  11 -inch  guns,  they  press  forward  for  the  final 
attack,  while  assisted  by  miniature  mortars  made  of  wood 
and  strengthened  with  thongs  of  bamboo,  hauled  along 
by  two  soldiers  to  each  piece,  which  open  fire  just  behind 
them,  and  cleverly  drop  charges  of  gun-cotton  that 
venomously  crackle  and  splutter  in  the  faces  of  the 
defenders  of  the  trench,  as  their  enemy  falls  upon  them 
with  the  point  of  the  bayonet.  So,  blinded  by  this 
clever  trick  of  the  toy-gun,  the  Kussians  waver  and 
break,  and  finally  leave  the  Turban  in  the  hands  of  the 
Japs. 

The  Eussians  fight  as  heroically  as  their  opponents, 
for  eighteen  gallant  men,  driven  from  trench  to  trench, 
stand  at  bay  in  a  bomb-proof  shelter,  and,  refusing 
to  take  quarter,  do  such  execution  with  their  rifles 
from  this  cover  that  the  Japs  have  to  tear  the  sand- 
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bags  from  the  traverses  and  trenches  and  throw  them 
into  the  apertures  of  the  shelter,  and  eventually  seal 
the  enemy  up  in  this  veritable  shambles  with  their 
dead  and  dying.  The  fighting  continues  until  the  red 
autumnal  sun  goes  down,  and  of  the  one  hundred  and 
forty-nine  casualties  to-day  are  the  average  number  who 
lie  in  blotches  of  a  deeper  red,  and  who  will  never  look 
on  his  glorious  light  again. 

The  Kussian  artillery  throughout  the  fight  is  most 
erratic ;  but  some  of  their  10-inch  shells  drop  very  near 
the  Jap  battery  in  our  front.  Eicarlton  gets  his  tripod 
and  camera  fixed  in  the  line  of  shell  fire,  and  takes  a 
beauty  in  the  act  of  bursting.  The  fight  is  really  over, 
but  through  approaching  dusk  the  Eussians  still  shell 
us.  On  the  same  ridge  as  ours,  a  little  to  the  left,  is  a 
group  watching  the  battle.  They  have  their  dark  winter 
overcoats  on,  and  are  probably  seen  by  the  enemy.  A 
soldier  leaves  the  battery  in  front  and  takes  a  mule-path 
up  to  the  group.  A  shell  suddenly  bursts  a  few  yards 
in  front  of  him,  he  calmly  walks  on ;  another  explodes 
a  little  to  his  left — he  stops  and  picks  up  a  piece  of 
the  projectile  as  a  souvenir.  Another  shell  bursts 
close  at  his  heels — he  then  humps  forward;  a  fourth 
shell  bursts  on  his  right— the  soldier  runs ;  a  fifth  shell 
explodes  in  front  of  him ;  he  stops,  evidently  bewildered, 
and  then  walks  to  a  rock  and  sits  down.  Our  glasses 
are  all  up  at  once. 

•  The  poor  fellow  is  wounded,'  cries  one. 

'No,'   says   another;    'by  Jove!   he   is  smoking  a 
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cigarette!     There  I  suppose  he  will  wait  till  darkness 
comes  on  and  he  is  assured  of  no  more  risks.' 

Both  men  and  animals  of  the  besieging  army  are 
utterly  indifferent  to  Kussian  shell-fire.     A  donkey  will 
take  the  final  shriek  of  a  shell  for  the  bray  of  a  comrade, 
and  chip  in  merrily  himself ;   a  horse  will  imagine  it 
a  keynote  of  a  friend,  and  will   accompany  it  with  a 
shrill  neigh ;  while  a  Jap  soldier,  unless  they  become 
too  persistent,  as  in  the  incident  we  witnessed,  will  treat 
them  as  he  would  a  blue-bottle  or  mosquito.    My  com- 
rades of  Ho-o-shan,  who  are  watching  the  fight  with  me, 
invite  me  to  dine  with  them  at  their  camp,  so  that  I  am 
near  if  the  Eussians  attack  during  the  night.     Their 
lair— there  is  no  better  title,  for  it  is  suggestive  of  a 
pirate's  den  or  smuggler's  haunt — is  a  cleft  in  the  deep 
soil  at  the  foot  of  Ho-o-shan.     Between  its  walls  they 
are  comfortably  camped  under  canvas,  sheltered  by  the 
solid  earth  from  the  keen  north  winds  of  Manchuria. 
The  odour  of  a  savoury  dish  assails  our  nostrils  as  we 
enter  the  defile  leading  into  the  camp,  and  the  cook  is 
about  placing  a  ragout  on  the  ration-box  which  serves 
as  a  table  in  their  mess-house.     I  sit  down  with  the 
best    of  good   fellows — the   three    correspondents   and 
Kosenthal,  or  '  Bosy,'  as  he  is  called,  for  he  has  the 
gentleness  of  the  fairer  sex,  unless  some  outsider  steps 
into   the  focus   of  his  bioscope  when  he  is  churning 
out   films ;    then   his    language    belies    the   sobriquet. 
The    kettle   and    the  whisky   are   passed   round,  and 
we   are  filling  our   pipes  for   the   second  time,  when, 
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suddenly,  a  spurt  of  cannon-fire  rolls  over  the  hill  and 
echoes  through  our  defile.  James  jumps  up  and  suggests 
that  he  shall  go  up  to  the  hill  to  see  if  the  fight  is  worth 
the  candle,  and  he  will  come  down  and  tell  us.  In  an 
incredibly  short  time  he  returns,  saying :  '  Come  along, 
boys,  it's  all  right— splendid.' 

Richmond  Smith  and  myself  join  James,  who  rolls 
up  some  blankets  and  a  waterproof  sheet ;  we  fill  our 
pockets  with  biscuits,  chocolate,  and  a  flask  of  whisky ; 
Smith  goes  ahead  with  a  groom  carrying  a  dark  lantern, 
for  the  night  is  black  and  the  road  is  rocky.  We  are 
soon  toiling  up  the  hill — a  keen  south  wind  blowing — 
and,  as  we  near  its  crest,  we  get  the  full  force  of  it, 
which  nearly  blows  us  off  our  feet ;  but  we  struggle  on, 
clinging  to  the  rocks  till  we  reach  the  summit.  There 
is  really  not  much  fighting  going  on ;  in  fact,  the  only 
thing  we  hear  for  the  moment  coming  from  the  direction 
of  Port  Arthur  is  the  roll  of  the  surf  on  the  shingle 
below  the  sea  forts. 

'  Well,  this  is  a  sell,'  says  James,  '  they  were  going 
at  it  hammer  and  tongs  twenty  minutes  ago.' 

A  shell  suddenly  explodes  on  the  Turban,  and  a 
searchlight  opens  its  giant  eye  from  the  blackness 
beyond  to  see  if  the  shot  has  gone  home ;  then  its  dull 
rays  wander  in  our  direction ;  we  immediately  hide 
ourselves  out  of  its  light  in  the  crater  of  a  shell-hole, 
where  we  huddle  together  for  warmth,  for  the  wind 
is  keen  and  raw.  The  crack  of  a  rifle,  followed  by  a 
volley,   opens   the   eye  of  another   searchlight,   which 
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wanders  about  in  an  uncertain  sort  of  way,  then  ap- 
parently goes  to  sleep  again. 

*  This  is  all  rot,'  says  James ;  '  let  us  follow  its 
example  and  go  down  and  get  some  rest.' 

All  the  way  back  to  camp  James  apologises  to  us  for 
taking  us  up  the  hill  for  nothing.  He  says  he  is  very 
sorry  he  couldn't  give  us  a  better  show.  I  suggest,  to 
comfort  him,  for  he  seems  much  cut  up  about  it,  that 
after  all  it  was  not  his  fault — probably  the  Russians 
had  more  to  do  with  it ;  but  all  the  way  to  the  lair  he 
expresses  his  mortification.  We  have  some  hot  cocoa 
to  cheer  ourselves  up,  but  James  is  still  depressed.  I 
share  his  tent,  and  as  he  falls  asleep  he  murmurs : 
'Very  poor  show — lug  you  all  this  way,  Villiers — dis- 
gusting.' 

1  Never  mind,'  say  I,  '  probably  you'll  manage 
things  better  next  time ;  you  must  give  Stossel  longer 
notice,  and  he  will  doubtless  fix  up  a  better  entertain- 
ment.' But  good-hearted  James  is  asleep,  and  I  follow 
suit. 

Monday,  October  17. — The  casualty  returns  of 
yesterday  were  149  men  and  five  officers  killed  and 
wounded.  Not  at  all  heavy,  considering  that  the  Japs 
were  under  a  flanking  fire  during  the  first  rush  to  the 
trenches.  This  small  loss  proves  beyond  doubt  the 
value  of  sapping.  The  position  of  the  Turban  was 
almost  identical  with  that  of  the  Ban-u-san,  and  yet 
only  a  month  ago  that  assault  cost  the  Japanese  fifteen 
thousand  casualties. 
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My  friend,  the  late  Archibald  Forbes,  wrote  an  article, 
some  ten  years  ago,  on  the  impossibility  of  succouring 
the  wounded  on  the  battlefield  under  the  approaching  new 
conditions  of  warfare.  This  campaign  proves  Forbes' 
opinion  to  be  correct.  The  wounded  after  an  action 
have  to  be  left  on  the  field  with  the  dead  till  nightfall. 
Even  then  the  greatest  care  has  to  be  taken  in  bringing 
the  bodies  to  the  first  aid.  The  loss  of  life  in  attempt- 
ing to  move  them  during  the  day  would  be  appalling. 
Though  working  under  cover  of  night,  no  bearers  can 
stand  up  to  their  work ;  they  have  to  crawl  cat-like,  and 
must  be  always  on  the  look-out  for  the  searchlights,  and 
when  the  fiendish  cold  white  ray  steals  near  them  they 
have  to  feign  death,  lying  prone  with  the  bodies  round 
them.  The  wounded  they  take  by  the  heels  or  shoulders 
and  drag  or  push  them  down  the  glacis  of  the  redoubt 
that  has  been  the  bone  of  contention. 

One  night  I  noticed  a  strange  movement  going  on 
on  the  Cockscomb.  At  one  moment  the  dead  seemed  to 
be  alive,  and  in  another,  as  the  searchlight  played  on 
them,  they  specked  the  glacis  as  still  as  the  stones  of  a 
graveyard.  Presently  a  shell  dropped  in  amongst  them 
in  obedience  to  a  signal  from  the  cruel  remorseless  beam 
that  was  upon  them,  but  the  Jap  bearers  played  their 
part  perfectly,  and  were  as  busy  as  ants  shifting  their 
eggs,  a  moment  after  the  light  had  swept  by.  The  Eed 
Cross  bearers  with  their  unfortunate  burdens  were 
anxiously  waited  for  in  the  foremost  trench,  where 
the  poor  maimed  fellows  were   made    as    comfortable 


FIRST    AID    BEFORE    PORT    ARTHUR 


THEEE  MONTHS  WITH  THE   BESIEGEES  141 

as  possible,  placed  in  stretchers  and  borne  to  the  field 
hospital. 

October  18. — Wretched  morning,  wet  and  cold.  The 
Eussians  tried  a  sortie  by  moonlight  last  night  from 
eleven  to  twelve,  but  with  no  success. 

The  rain  started  about  two  in  the  morning ;  by  the 
drumming  I  heard  against  the  window-pane  it  must 
have  been  a  steady  downpour,  and  the  roads  are  exces- 
sively heavy  with  mud  and  slush.  There  is  one  slight 
advantage  with  wet  weather  in  Manchuria.  The  dogs 
keep  in  doors  or  slink  into  odd  corners,  and  are  too 
much  under  the  weather  to  snarl  or  growl. 

Desultory  firing  commenced  about  mid-day,  and  an 
occasional  gun  chipped  in  ;  but  there  was  little  damage 
done.  I  suppose  the  men  must  do  something  while  in 
the  trenches  to  keep  themselves  warm. 

The  two  newly- arrived  war  correspondents  have 
brought  a  heap  of  stores  with  them,  and  Washburn  has 
kindly  augmented  my  tobacco  supply,  which  was  running 
rather  short ;  while  D'Adda,  with  true  Italian  hospitality, 
sends  me  in  a  dish  of  macaroni  and  a  glass  of  Chianti. 
They  are  both  exceedingly  lucky,  for  they  have  just 
arrived  in  time  to  see  one  of  the  most  interesting  little 
fights  before  Port  Arthur. 

It  is  now  11  p.m.,  and  fighting  has  been  continuous 
for  the  last  three  hours.  The  Eussians  are  at  the  old 
game,  trying  to  stop  the  work  in  the  parallels. 

The  night  is  fine,  but  cold,  the  wind  having  shifted 
to  the  north.     Obliged  to  swing  my  hammock  between 
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the  rafters  to  sleep,  for  fleas,  and  more  noxious  insects, 
including  a  contingent  of  centipedes,  have  come  in  out 
of  the  cold,  and  are  occupying  my  customary  sleeping- 
place  on  the  mud  divan. 

Wednesday,  October  20. — It  is  a  cold  night,  and  for 
a  wonder  and  a  blessing  there  is  no  shelling  from  the 
enemy.  It  is  only  my  hammock  that  disturbs  the 
harmony  of  my  surroundings.  In  moving  in  my  sleep 
the  thing  turned  turtle,  and  precipitated  me  to  the 
ground.  I  had  a  chilly  time  re-adjusting  it,  and  could 
get  no  further  sleep  for  want  of  an  extra  blanket  to  keep 
out  the  draught  pouring  through  the  meshes  of  the  net. 
I  was  glad  when  dawn  came,  and  with  it  the  genial  sun, 
which  soon  drove  the  chill  from  my  bones. 

Bright  cloudless  morning.  Very  little  gun-fire  till 
about  noon,  when  Russian  shells  drop  into  our  valley. 
One  comes  over  my  village  and  bursts  near  the  head- 
quarters commissariat  go-down.  Goto's  white  horse — 
a  gentle,  lovable  animal  I  knew  well — is  standing  near, 
and  is  split  in  twain  by  the  projectile,  which  then 
strikes  a  rock  and  explodes,  blowing  a  mule  to  atoms, 
scattering  his  flesh  broadcast ;  another  segment  of  the 
shell  smashes  the  leg  of  a  Chinese  boy  from  our  village. 
Goto  calls  with  the  '  Japan  Times '  and  shows  me  the 
following  from  the  army  headquarters  at  Tokio : — 

*  The  Imperial  Declaration  of  War  is  as  bright  as  the 
sun  and  the  moon,  and  is  what  the  millions  of  the 
people  unanimously  respect.  There  is  no  distinction  of 
race  and  religion  to  be  made  therein.     The  all-important 
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thing  is  only  to  safeguard  the  existence  of  the  Empire, 
ensure  the  peace  of  the  Far  East,  to  diffuse  the  benefits 
of  civilisation,  espouse  humanity,  and  increase  the 
general  interests  of  the  Powers. 

'Therefore  I  hope  that,  in  accordance  with  this 
principle,  you  will  endeavour  to  extend  hospitality  and 
frankness  to  the  foreign  visitors  at  the  front,  if  it  does 
not  seriously  infringe  the  secrecy  of  the  military 
operations  ;  and  I  hope  that  there  shall  be  nothing  left 
undone  in  manifesting  the  good  faith  of  the  Empire.' 

*  My  dear  Goto,'  I  remark  after  reading  it,  <  that  order 
has  been  anticipated  by  General  Nogi  for  the  many 
weeks  we  have  been  with  his  command.  We  could  not 
have  received  greater  hospitality  or  more  kindness. 
Therefore  the  Chief  of  the  General  Staff's  proclamation 
is  unnecessary  with  this  army.' 

October  21. — Bitterly  cold  morning,  bright,  and 
clear.  During  the  night  a  few  of  our  cavalry  ventured 
into  the  valley  between  Niroshan  and  the  newly-captured 
fort  of  the  Turban,  and  looted  a  Russian  ordnance  store, 
now  isolated  between  the  lines.  The  Russians  came  out 
from  their  lines  for  the  same  purpose  the  previous  night. 
Neither  side  molested  the  looters.  I  suppose  it  will  be 
the  Russians'  turn  again  to-morrow  night.  The  Mus- 
covites had  been  cut  off  from  the  store  in  question,  which 
was  a  large  Chinese  farmhouse,  and  seemed  inclined  to 
share  and  share  alike  if  the  Japanese  were  willing. 

Another  incident  occurred  last  night  worthy  of  note. 
Two  hundred  infantry,  ostensibly  attacking   a   trench, 
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intended  to  desert  to  our  lines  ;  but  the  Japanese,  not 
quite  understanding  the  movement,  unfortunately  shot 
them  down.  It  was  a  terrible  mistake,  for  it  will  not 
*  encourager  les  autres.' 

I  hear  that  diphtheria  has  broken  out  in  camp, 
and  there  are  quite  a  number  of  patients  already  in 
hospital.  It  is  a  trouble  that  is  common  in  Manchuria 
during  the  early  autumn. 

The  Japanese  are  nearly  prepared  for  the  great 
effort.  The  Eleventh  Division  has  sapped  up  to  the 
Cockscombs  ;  the  Ninth  to  Niroshan,  and  the  First  to 
203  Metre  Hill ;  so  the  whole  army  will  soon  be  able  to 
spring  on  their  enemy  from  comparatively  close  quarters. 

Chosan  has  come  back  to-day,  but,  unfortunately, 
still  looking  weak  and  ill.  He  has  brought  some  peanuts 
and  chestnuts  as  peace  offerings,  for  he  is  too  seedy  to 
stay,  and  must  go  back  again. 

October  23. — I  return  from  Dalny  with  George 
Kennan  and  Curtis,  who  have  just  arrived,  and  are  about 
to  join  the  Third  Army  before  Port  Arthur.  Travelling 
back  to  Tobeshin  is  not  so  pleasant  a  journey  as  that 
of  the  previous  day  to  Dalny.  For  we  are  perched  on 
the  top  of  lumber,  piled  up  to  an  uncomfortable  height 
on  the  truck,  and  in  jeopardy  of  being  blown  away 
by  the  fierce  gusts  of  the  north  wind,  or  shot  off  by 
the  jerk  of  the  train  whenever  it  stops  or  starts. 
Unfortunately,  as  the  truck  makes  a  sudden  swerve,  my 
blanket,  the  only  one  I  possess,  slides  off  a  plank  and  on 
to  the  permanent  way.      I  feel  so  relieved  that  I  didn't 
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follow  suit  that,  for  the  moment,  I  do  not  realise  my 
great  loss,  and  not  until  the  train  has  sped  a  mile  away 
does  it  dawn  upon  me,  when  I  suddenly  contemplate  my 
possible  misery  in  trying  to  sleep  without  it  in  this  cold 
weather.  A  polite  Japanese  officer  assures  me  that  I 
have  a  great  chance  of  getting  it  back,  and  he  imme- 
diately scrawls  a  message  on  a  piece  of  paper  and 
throws  it  towards  a  farmhouse,  where  some  Chinamen 
are  standing.  I  see  the  chit  picked  up  by  one  of 
these  men,  and  it  is  very  likely  that  in  a  few  days  I 
shall  have  my  blanket  again. 

On  arriving  at  Tobeshin  I  find  that  everything  has 
been  fairly  quiet  since  I  left,  with  the  exception,  of 
course,  of  the  usual  night  attack  and  the  shelling  of  an 
afternoon,  down  in  our  valley. 

D'Adda  comes  in  to  see  me  on  my  arrival.  He  is 
much  excited,  and  tries  to  explain  to  me,  in  his  quaint 
way,  what  is  happening  in  the  next  room  in  his  cottage. 

1  Ah,  my  dear  Villiers,  it's  a  most  unique  sight,  there's 
a  donkey,  a  dog,  ze  chicken,  ten  women,  les  enfants  and 
one  pork  ;  come  and  see.' 

It  is,  as  he  says,  a  veritable  menagerie.  The  dog 
barks  furiously  as  we  look  in,  the  donkey,  with  a  child's 
drawers  over  its  eyes,  is  walking  blindfolded,  and  at 
first  he  seems  to  be  playing  blind-man's  buff  in  the  centre 
of  the  room,  with  ten  women  and  children,  who  are 
apparently  hiding  from  him,  huddling  in  the  corners ; 
but  the  animal  is  really  not  at  so  frivolous  a  game.  He 
is  circling  round  a  mill  grinding  millet ;    above  him, 


146  PORT   ARTHUR 

bawling  from  a  cot  swinging  from  the  rafters,  is  a  two- 
week-old  baby ;  a  pig,  accompanied  by  some  fowls,  follows 
on  the  donkey's  heels,  picking  up  the  grain  as  it  dribbles 
over  the  grindstone.  This  is  the  usual  domestic  scene 
in  nearly  all  of  the  houses  in  Tobeshin  to-day,  and 
though  the  people  are  herded  together  with  their  animals 
in  this  manner,  to  make  room  for  the  Japanese  officials 
and  the  war  correspondents,  they  are  still  amiable  and 
apparently  pleased  to  see  us. 

October  24. — The  weather  is  still  colder  this  morning, 
but  bright  and  clear.  Luckily  I  am  able  to  borrow  a 
blanket,  or  I  should  have  rather  a  bad  time.  Goto  has 
just  called,  and  tells  me  that  he  finds  that  there  are  so 
many  Chinamen  from  all  parts  of  the  coast  now  in 
Dalny,  seeking  and  not  finding  employment,  that  two  or 
three  die  daily  from  sheer  starvation.  And  yet  the  winter 
has  only  just  commenced. 

He  also  informs  me  that  General  Nishi  is  to  com- 
mand the  garrison  of  the  Kwantung  province,  which 
is  the  Port  Arthur  end  of  the  Peninsula,  and  Major  - 
General  Kamio,  who  commanded  a  brigade,  and  was 
severely  wounded  at  the  assault  on  the  Ban-u-  san  Fort, 
on  August  22,  is  to  be  Chief  of  his  Staff.  Of  course,  this 
arrangement  does  not  come  into  operation  till  General 
Baron  Nogi  has  done  his  work. 

The  Chinaman  whom  Chosan  has  brought  here 
to  assist  him,  named  Chauncy — we  call  him  Depew 
for  short — is  cooking  us  excellent  and  enticing  food, 
which  I  tell  Barry  is  a  grave  mistake,  for  I  have  been 
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priding  myself  on  getting  my  figure  down  to  the  Apollo- 
like dimensions  of  a  few  years  ago,  on  the  half -rations 
we  have  lately  been  accustomed  to.  But  Barry  tells  me 
that  he  wants  to  fill  out ;  so  we  are  rather  at  a  deadlock, 
and  it  is  now  a  serious  question  between  us  whether 
we  break  up  the  mess  and  each  have  separate  cooking. 
I  rather  expected  this  trouble.  This  is  all  through 
Chosan,  who  stupidly  imagined  that  we  were  not  relishing 
our  food  owing  to  his  inability  to  go  further  than 
preparing  stews.  This  is  the  result  of  having  a  too 
conscientious  and  untiring  servant.  We  have  dry  hash 
now,  instead  of  stew,  and  pancakes  every  night. 

Just  received  good  news  about  my  blanket.  It,  with 
two  others,  has  been  found,  but  I  shall  have  to  travel 
an  hour  by  train  in  an  open  truck  to  prove  its  identity. 
I  have  already  stated  that  it  might  be  known  by  having 
a  bottle  of  Kerin  beer  inside  its  folds ;  but  as  that  is  the 
universal  brand  which  is  consumed  out  here,  the  other 
blankets,  the  authorities  say,  may  contain  similar 
bottles ;  so,  I  suppose,  I  must  go.  Shells  are  scarce, 
but  large,  to-day.  At  two  o'clock  this  afternoon  part 
of  the  city  of  Port  Arthur  was  set  on  fire  by  our  heavy 
guns.  It  burnt  brilliantly  for  one  hour,  but  by  five 
o'clock  it  gradually  subsided. 

October  25. — Morning  bright  and  cold.  Last  night 
the  Japs  and  the  Russians  met  for  the  first  time  while 
sapping  and  counter-mining.  This  was  on  the  central 
approach  on  the  east  of  the  Cockscomb.  There  was  a 
sharp  fight,  the  Japs  having  thirty  casualties,  whilst  the 
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enemy's  are  estimated  at  thirteen.  In  one  or  two 
instances  the  belligerents'  entrenchments  are  not  more 
than  ten  metres  apart. 

There  is  news  from  the  northern  armies  to-day. 
From  the  7th  to  the  15th  of  this  month  the  Japs  have 
lost  before  Mukden  13,333,  and  708  prisoners.  They 
have  captured  43  guns  and  4,300  rifles,  and  tons 
of  ammunition.  Accurate  information  regarding  the 
Russians  brings  their  casualties  to  12,000  dead — 10,000 
were  buried  by  the  Japs— and  55,760  wounded.  It  was 
certainly  one  of  the  biggest  fights  in  the  history  of 
warfare. 

Poor  Chosan  is  too  ill  to  remain  with  us  any  longer ; 
I  am  obliged  to  send  him  back  to  Dalny  this  afternoon. 
I  have  never  seen  a  servant  so  sorry  to  leave,  nor  have  I 
ever  known  a  master  so  loth  to  part  with  a  servant 
He  is  one  of  the  best. 

The  Russians  are  very  quiet  to-day.  I  wonder  if 
they  know  what  is  in  store  for  them  to-morrow  at 
breakfast-time  ? 

October  26. — I  am  quite  lazy  this  morning  in  the 
snug  warmth  of  my  recovered  blanket,  and  nearly  miss 
an  auspicious  ceremony  next  door.  Late  last  night  my 
landlord,  a  bright  young  Chinaman,  came  in  to  borrow 
the  only  chair  in  my  room — an  elaborate  Chinese  piece 
of  furniture  of  huge  dimensions,  with  sprawling  arms, 
but  exceedingly  groggy  on  its  pins.  I  thought  probably 
that  he  was  going  to  have  it  mended,  so  I  let  him  have 
it  at  once,  especially  as  it  happened  to  belong  to  him. 
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But  I  discovered  that  it  was  for  quite  a  different  pur- 
pose he  wanted  the  loan  of  it.  He  was  about  to  get 
married,  and  that  chair  was  to  figure  in  the  interesting 
ceremony.  This  morning,  in  the  small  yard  in  front  of 
his  mother's  cottage,  where  golden  cones  of  corn  and 
pods  of  red  pepper  hang  from  the  eaves  and  the  donkey 
ambles  round  the  millet  mill,  is  a  table  laid  out  with 
flowers,  cakes  of  buck-wheat,  joss  sticks  and  candles. 
By  the  side  of  this  improvised  altar  is  the  chair,  and  in 
it,  with  her  back  towards  the  table,  sits  a  bright  and 
rather  robust  young  person  with  her  face  enveloped  in  a 
thick  impenetrable  red  veil.  In  her  right  hand  she  holds 
a  stave  covered  with  similar  material.  On  either  side  of 
her  are  two  female  supporters,  very  solemn  and  evi- 
dently very  nervous.  Presently  from  the  house  comes 
the  groom,  who  has  discarded,  for  this  great  moment  in 
his  life,  his  ordinary  attire  of  the  peasant  for  that  of 
the  Chinaman,  with  blue  gaberdine,  black  cap  and  red 
button.  His  pigtail  has  been  well  combed,  is  now 
uncurled,  and  hangs  almost  to  his  heels.  The  boy 
looks  very  smart,  but  exceedingly  serious.  He  approaches 
the  altar  and  for  a  moment  or  two  stands  calmly  before 
it  with  folded  hands.  He  then  motions  to  the  bride's 
supporters,  who,  tapping  the  lady  on  the  shoulders, 
assist  her  to  rise,  and,  turning  her  round,  face  the 
altar,  still  clutching  the  red  stave.  A  Chinaman  then 
moves  towards  the  bride  and  holds  a  blanket  spread  out 
behind  her,  apparently  to  keep  her  from  the  vulgar 
gaze.      She   slowly  proceeds   with   her   husband,  who 
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stalks  on  before  her  into  the  house,  followed  by  a 
procession  of  small  children,  and  women  with  crying 
babies ;  but  the  doors  are  closed  upon  these,  for  the 
bridal  pair  evidently  want  to  be  alone,  when,  possibly, 
the  first  kisses  are  exchanged — for  there  is,  I  believe, 
no  courtship  in  China  as  we  know  it  in  our  benighted 
country. 

It  is  a  simple  little  ceremony,  full  of  brilliant  colour, 
for  the  women  are  in  their  jackets  of  embroidered  blue 
homespun,  with  trousers,  or  bloomers,  of  the  same  hue. 
Their  tiny,  pig-trotter  feet  are  encased  in  red  and  green 
shoes  with  ankle  bands  of  red  and  white.  Their  jet  black 
top-knots  are  embossed  with  silver  and  blue  enamel, 
and  their  ears  hang  with  pale  dove-colour  jade. 

The  thunder  of  the  guns  makes  the  music  of  the 
wedding  march,  for  the  bombardment  of  the  Russian 
forts  has  commenced.  The  white  puffs  of  shrapnel 
are  spreading  death  on  the  adjacent  hills,  and  the 
wounded  of  the  previous  night's  butchery  are  trailing 
up  the  valley ;  but  the  scene  is  not  incongruous,  for, 
after  all,  love  and  war  make  up  the  sum  of  life. 

'  Ah  ! '  cries  a  voice  by  my  shoulder,  '  le  moment 
psycholoque,  quel  dommage,  I  have  it  missed.' 

It  is  d'Adda,  with  his  camera. 

'  Never  mind,'  I  reply,  '  you  have  the  bombardment 
to  fall  back  on.  Let's  go  to  the  Eleventh  Division  and 
see  the  show  from  there.' 

And  so  we  started,  d'Adda,  Barry,  and  I.  We  leave 
the  lovers  at  their  marriage  feast  and  descend  into  the 
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valley,  where  there  is  little  love  but  much  fasting, 
towards  the  trenches — the  zone  of  the  *  iron  ration,' 
where  men  munch  hard-tack,  held  in  one  hand,  while 
they  pull  trigger  with  the  other. 

October  27. — The  report  has  just  come  in  of  last 
night's  butcher's  bill.  The  Eussians  made  four  sorties 
from  Pine-Tree  Hill,  and  were  repulsed  each  time, 
leaving  a  total  of  twenty  killed  on  the  field.  During 
the  action  a  slating  fire  was  kept  up  on  the  Japanese 
from  the  forts  Idzushan  and  Antzushan.  The  result  was 
that  they  suffered  severely,  losing  one  officer  killed  and 
eight  wounded,  and  125  men.  The  Eussians  also 
attacked  from  the  Urhlung  fort,  but  were  repulsed,  leaving 
sixty  dead  on  the  glacis.  The  Jap  losses  in  defending 
their  parallels  were  still  heavier  than  the  Pine-Tree 
affair.  Five  officers  were  killed,  six  wounded,  and 
335  men.  During  that  afternoon  and  evening  thirty 
11 -inch  shells  were  fired  on  the  warships  in  the  harbour, 
twenty  on  the  arsenal,  thirty- two  on  the  Urhlung,  sixteen 
on  the  Pine-Tree,  and  ten  on  the  East  Cockscomb  forts. 
Two  light  field  and  two  machine  guns,  and  one  heavy 
gun  were  destroyed  in  the  Urhlung  fort,  one  big  naval 
gun  of  the  East  Cockscomb  unshipped,  and  two  heavy 
guns  of  the  Pine-Tree  battery  put  out  of  action. 

As  the  above  is  the  first  detailed  account  I  have  re- 
ceived of  the  expenditure  of  cannon  and  ammunition  in 
a  day's  work  by  the  Japanese,  I  thought  I  would  make 
note  of  it. 

October  28. — Bombardment    of    the   forts    by    our 
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heavy  guns  continues,  starting  at  eight  o'clock  and 
blazing  away  all  day.  Washburn,  poor  fellow,  through 
ophthalmia,  has  to  return  to  Dalny.  We  all  deeply 
regret  the  reason  of  his  leaving  the  front.  I  know  I 
shall  miss  him  much,  for  he  is  an  excellent  companion. 

I  go  over  to  see  my  comrades  at  Ho-o-shan,  and 
take  d'Adda  with  me ;  we  afterwards  climb  the  hill  to 
our  old  quarters  of  six  weeks  ago.  The  place  has  been 
much  shelled  since  those  days  ;  the  little  rock-cellar  I 
built,  to  keep  things  out  of  the  fierce  sun,  is  knocked  all 
to  pieces. 

Though  the  country  is  all  bare,  and  the  hills  a 
monotonous  brown,  the  view  is  a  magnificent  one.  One 
can  easily  see  the  wonderful  work  the  Japanese  sappers 
and  miners  had  accomplished  in  a  few  weeks.  The 
Double  Dragon  fort  is  especially  scarred  and  seamed 
with  parallels  and  trenches,  and  in  some  places  the  Japs 
are  within  only  a  few  yards  of  the  actual  parapet. 
Our  500-lb.  shells  are  tearing  huge  masses  of  earth  out 
of  the  scarps  and  pounding  the  sharp  outlines  into  a 
serrated  heap.  The  Russians  in  the  meantime  are  not 
idle,  dropping  two  10-inchers  right  into  one  of  our  paral- 
lels ;  but  as  we  had  no  men  in  it  there  was  not  much 
execution  done,  and  the  repairing  party  soon  set  matters 
right.  A  keen  north  wind  is  blowing,  which  seems  to 
cut  us  through  and  through,  so,  after  an  hour  of  the 
sight,  we  descend  to  our  quarters  in  the  donga,  where 
our  hospitable  comrades  regale  us  with  some  hot 
tea. 
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October  29.— There  was  considerable  fighting  through 
the  night  and  many  heavy  guns  were  at  work.  In 
fact,  there  was  very  little  sleep  to  be  got  after  three 
in  the  morning.  The  Russians  attacked  and  drove  the 
Japs  out  of  their  advanced  trench  on  the  Urhlung  fort. 
Every  few  minutes  my  room  was  lit  up  with  the  reflec- 
tion of  the  big  guns  down  in  the  valley,  and  then  came 
the  attendant  blast. 

As  I  promised  to  get  Washburn  a  few  snapshots 
with  his  camera  I  go  down  to  the  four  11 -inch  battery. 
It  is  a  busy  scene  and  exciting  enough,  for  the  enemy 
plug  quite  a  number  of  shells  into  our  vicinity.  Luckily 
the  majority  of  them  do  not  burst,  but  simply  kick 
up  a  little  dust  as  they  bury  their  noses  in  the 
ploughed  fields.  The  columns  of  smoke  from  our 
battery  are — for  the  old  black  powder  is  now  used — 
simply  magnificent.  They  roll  in  dense  volume  over  a 
hundred  feet  high,  and  then,  gradually  spread  by  the 
wind,  almost  envelop  the  hill  above. 

There  is  news  this  afternoon  that  a  great  assault  of  at 
least  four  of  the  principal  forts  will  take  place  to-morrow. 
All  the  troops  of  the  four  divisions  are  preparing,  and 
those  who  are  expecting  to  be  actually  engaged  are  tidying 
themselves  up  and  changing  their  linen,  for  the  Jap 
soldier  has  a  horror  to  be  found  dead  in  a  state  of 
uncleanliness.  This  is  certainly  a  custom  quite  novel 
to  me  in  my  experience  of  campaigning. 

When  I  return  to  my  shanty  I  find  a  note  requesting 
me  to  be  at  headquarters  by  five  o'clock  for  certain  news. 
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I  find  all  the  other  correspondents  are  there.  Presently, 
Major  Yamaoko,  one  of  Nogi's  staff,  spreads  a  map  on  the 
table  under  the  trees  in  the  General's  garden,  and  points 
out  to  us  the  positions.  The  Japs  are  about  to  assail 
to-morrow.  As  far  as  one  can  gather,  a  great  demon- 
stration will  be  made  on  four  of  the  eastern  forts,  while 
the  Japs  ascertain  the  nature  and  depth  of  the  Urhlung, 
or  Niroshan,  fort,  while,  of  course,  carrying  the  attack 
home  on  any  of  the  four  involved  positions  if  their 
respective  garrisons  show  any  weakness.  After  we  have 
carefully  examined  the  maps  and  are  allotted  to  our 
positions,  the  Major  says  : 

'  Gentlemen,  I  have  received  news  from  the  Northern 
Army  which  is  most  satisfactory  to  us,  and  which  you  will 
probably  like  to  hear.  In  the  attack  by  our  forces  on 
General  Kuropatkin  at  Liaoyang  the  enemy's  casualties 
were  67,000,  and  we  captured  43  guns  and  many  thou- 
sand rifles.' 

1  What  were  the  Japanese  casualties  in  the  fight, 
Major  ? '  says  one  of  the  *  out-for-the-fun '  young  men. 

'  Sorry  I  can't  tell  you.  We  have  not  yet  received 
the  return.' 

'  That  is  very  strange,'  says  his  questioner,  with  an 
impudent,  suspicious  look  in  his  face.  '  How  is  it  you 
can  so  accurately  mention  the  number  of  the  Kussian 
losses  and  not  know  anything  about  your  own.  Eh, 
Major  ? ' 

Yamaoko's  face  flushes  as,  with  a  smile,  he  shrugs 
his  shoulders  ;  but  a  dangerous  light  is  in  his  eyes.     He 
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ventures  no  further  information,  bows  to  us,  ignores  the 
questioner,  and  turns  into  headquarters.  I  think  we  all 
feel  inclined  to  annihilate  this  *  out-for-the-fun '  corre- 
spondent for  his  vulgar  stupidity.  Any  of  us,  at  any 
moment,  for  the  last  two  days  could  have  got  the  news 
given  to  us  by  the  Major  by  calling  on  Yamaguchi, 
which  I  had  done,  and  ascertained  that  the  Russian 
casualty  returns  had  been  wired  to  the  London 
*  Times '  from  St.  Petersburg,  which  had  in  turn  been 
cabled  to  Tokio  and  remitted  to  headquarters  here, 
while  the  Japs'  casualties  were  absolutely  not  yet  known. 
Why  are  these  indiscreet  and  senseless  gentlemen 
allowed  to  represent  the  public  Press  ? 

Of  course,  Yamaoko  will  not  give  us  further  informa- 
tion in  a  hurry  if  he  is  insulted  by  correspondents  in 
this  manner. 

October  30. — Morning  fine,  but  cloudy.  Outpost 
fighting  has  been  going  on  steadily  throughout  the 
night,  but  towards  the  small  hours  it  is  augmented  by 
our  11 -inch  guns,  and  they  herald  the  beginning  of  the 
great  bombardment.  I  go  over  to  headquarters  to  ask 
Yamaoko  the  liberty  to  go  where  I  choose  during  the 
fight,  for  I  want  to  get  infantry  subjects  in  the  parallels, 
and  to  see  operations  with  the  Ninth  Division.  He  readily 
consents,  but  tells  me  to  take  care  of  myself  and  not  to 
call  on  the  Staff,  as  it  is  rather  late  to  communicate 
that  I  am  coming. 

I  make  my  way  to  the  end  of  our  valley,  skirt  the 
six  11 -inch  guns  which  are  busy  at  work,  and  strike  out 
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for  the  railway  bridge,  under  which  the  road  leads  into 
the  encampment  of  Oshima's  Division. 

I  am  sure  I  have  never  passed  through  such  a  per- 
fect pandemonium  before  in  my  life.  Within  an  area 
of  a  few  hundred  yards,  on  hills  surrounding  a  narrow 
strip  of  a  valley  opening  into  that  of  the  Suichi,  are  over 
one  hundred  guns  of  various  calibres — 11, 6  inch,  and  4*7's 
— all  incessantly  pounding  away  at  the  outer  linings  of 
those  Eussian  forts  that  are  to  be  assaulted  by  our 
infantry  at  one  o'clock.  The  noise  is  absolutely  beyond 
even  the  descriptive  powers  of  a  yellow  journalist  (I  am 
not  referring  to  Japanese  war  correspondents,  but  to  the 
wonderful  American  production,  who  have  been  spreading 
out  on  this  campaign).  If  all  the  iron  foundries  of  the 
wide  world  were  concentrated  and  going  at  full  blast,  it 
might  give  some  idea  of  the  ceaseless  din  and  ear- 
splitting  noise.  The  Eussians  are  smartly  answering, 
and  shells  with  sharp  hideous  snarl  or  long-drawn 
whines  whirl  overhead,  dropping  to  right  or  left  of  our 
course,  and  sometimes  on  our  road  ;  but  to  anyone 
accustomed  to  the  ways  of  these  vicious  iron  monsters, 
it  is  simply  the  question  of  keeping  one's  head,  and 
watching  the  lines  of  fire,  and  the  road  is  as  safe — well, 
as  it  conveniently  can  be. 

I  find  the  men  of  the  Ninth  eager  for  the  onslaught. 
But  for  this  keenness  there  is  apparently  no  sign  about 
them  that  there  is  any  more  serious  work  in  hand  than 
an  ordinary  parade.  They  are,  if  possible,  a  little  neater. 
I  never  saw  men  so  free  from  all  the  soil,  and  wear-and- 


THREE  MONTHS  WITH  THE   BESIEGERS  157 

tear  of  war  as  those  soldiers  of  Nippon  preparing  for 
the  fray. 

I  make  my  way  to  a  point  between  the  Eleventh  and 
Ninth  Divisions,  as  it  strikes  me  that  this  quarter  will  be 
the  centre  of  the  attack.  I  meet  an  officer,  who  tells  me 
I  am  only  just  in  time,  and  that  if  I  follow  him  he  will 
take  me  to  a  trench  where  we  can  get  a  good  view  of  the 
proceedings.  The  shelling  is  increasing  in  violence  and 
the  huge  missiles  are  passing  overhead  every  second. 
We  skirt  a  narrow  valley  running  parallel  to  the 
objective  forts  and  climb  up  into  a  trench  on  the  top  of 
the  dominating  ridge.  We  have  to  run  and  crawl  till 
we  reach  a  small  bomb-proof  shelter,  when  we  look 
through  a  slit  between  its  stout  timber  frame,  covered 
with  sand-bags.  It  is  past  one,  and  shells  from  our  three 
hundred  odd  guns  are  tearing  up  the  glacis,  trenches, 
and  parapets  of  the  forts  involved.  The  terrific  fire 
is  absolutely  indescribable.  On  the  Kikwan  East,  and 
the  curtains  and  redoubts  between  the  Ban-u-sans  and 
the  Turban,  and  far  to  my  right  on  the  Urhlungs,  the 
soil  and  rocks  are  tossed  about  by  the  11 -inch  shells 
like  an  ocean  in  a  gale  of  wind. 

It  is  terrible  and  appalling,  yet  the  fascination  is 
so  great  that  when  one  of  the  enemy's  10-inch  shells 
bursts  at  the  back  of  us  and  throws  up  a  shower  of 
mud  and  stones  within  some  thirty  yards  we  casually 
note  the  fact  by  a  slight  turn  of  the  head,  and  then 
quickly  fix  our  eyes  on  those  500-pound  projectiles 
crashing   through    scarps   and    counter-scarps,  tearing 
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holes  large  enough  for  the  foundation  of  a  house.  I 
was  told  that  it  would  be  the  biggest  bombardment  yet 
on  record,  but  I  hardly  expected  this  sight.  Only  occa- 
sionally do  the  Eussians  return  the  fire,  and  that  from 
the  forts  in  rear  of  those  we  are  attacking.  They  are 
practically  taking  their  punishment  without  a  murmur. 
It  is  ominous  and  uncanny.  Five  to  six  hundred 
yards  in  my  front  the  steep  glacis  of  the  East  Kikwan 
narrows  up  to  the  fort  on  top,  where  are  two  naval  guns 
apparently  taken  from  the  battleship  Bevitzan.  Half- 
way up  to  the  first  trench  and  line  of  wire  entangle- 
ments a  straight  deep  cutting  has  been  made  by  the 
Japanese  from  a  parallel  below,  which  opens  out  into 
deep  dongas  and  parallels  leading  to  a  steep  ravine 
below  our  trench.  Here  troops  are  pouring  in  from  the 
Ninth  Division  and  pushing  on  towards  the  enemy's 
glacis. 

The  weather  is  cold  and  gloomy,  and  the  troops,  to 
show  less  of  their  dark  uniforms,  have  ripped  up  their 
khaki  jackets,  back,  front,  or  sides,  and  have  laced  them 
over  the  dark  blue.  They  are  free  of  blankets  and  all 
other  impedimenta,  with  the  exception  of  an  iron  ration,  a 
waterbottle,  and  the  full  complement  of  ammunition, 
200  rounds,  in  their  waist-belt  pouches.  They  are 
stripped  for  the  fight  and  trudge  forward  with  faces  full 
of  expectancy  and  cheerfulness,  determined  to  win  or 
die.  I  have  never  seen,  in  any  war  I  have  witnessed 
(with  the  exception  perhaps  of  the  gallant  twelve 
hundred  British  soldiers  who  fought  those  fierce  battles 


THKEE   MONTHS  WITH   THE   BESIEGEES  159 

in  the  Soudan  under  Sir  Herbert  Stewart,  for  the  relief 
of  Gordon,  in  1885),  men  who  presented  so  reckless 
and  cheerful  an  appearance  on  approaching  such  a 
terrible  ordeal  as  now  faces  them. 

It  is  past  2  o'clock.  The  racking  shell  fire  from 
our  guns  slackens,  dwindles  down  to  a  mere  desultory 
shot  here  and  there,  then  ceases  altogether.  There  is  a 
silence  so  profound  that  one  catches  one's  breath  in 
wondrous  anticipation.  Suddenly,  out  of  the  vertical 
cutting  up  the  glacis,  ten — fifteen  -  twenty — a  hundred 
men  swarm  out,  like  grain  from  a  hopper. 

The  black-and-white  little  figures  hurry  through  the 
maze  of  parallels  to  the  mouth  of  the  ditch  on  the 
glacis.  From  seven  different  points  the  Jap  infantry 
simultaneously  press  forward.  It  is  simply  remarkable 
how  these  different  attacking  parties  apparently  keep 
touch.  The  glacis  of  the  whole  eastern  fort  line  are 
black  with  the  advancing  troops.  From  four  to  five 
thousand  men  were  selected  for  the  assault,  and,  in  con- 
tingents of  some  five  hundred,  with  regimental  flag 
proudly  flying,  they  hurry  up  the  slope,  shouting 
*  Banzai ! ' 

It  is  a  remarkable  sight  looking  along  the  line  to  the 
westward.  The  forts  cresting  the  slopes  look  under  our 
shell  fire  like  the  collapse  of  a  badly  cooked  pudding 
when  taken  from  the  cloth — a  meaningless  heap  of  debris. 
Surely,  the  Japs  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  walk  into 
them  and  commence  reconstruction.  From  the  mouth  of 
their  parallels  it  is  but  a  hundred  yards  or  so  to  the  first 


160  POET   AETHUE 

Eussian  trench,  but,  in  that  short  space,  the  Eussian 
batteries  from  Lao-te-chi  and  other  forts  of  the  inner  line 
punish  them  severely.  Hundreds  are  mown  down  by  the 
enemy's  shrapnel.  My  attention  is  once  more  riveted  on 
the  fort  in  front  of  me,  the  East  Kikwan,  and  a  small 
redoubt  dove-tailed  in  between  it  and  the  West  Ban- 
u-san  position,  which  is  called  the  P.  fort,  and  in  shape 
is  similar  to  the  Turban  we  captured  in  like  position, 
next  to  the  Urhlung  or  Niroshan. 

It  is  the  first  battalion  of  the  12th  Eegiment,  so  my 
friendly  officer  informs  me,  now  attacking  and  pouring 
out  of  the  main  hopper  on  to  the  glacis  of  the  East 
Kikwan.  They  soon  strike  the  first  trench,  but  the 
Eussians  have  long  since  retired  under  the  terrible 
strain  of  the  shell  fire  to  the  fort  above,  where  the 
muzzles  of  the  naval  guns  break  the  sky-line. 

It  is  all  easy  going  till  the  Japs  are  about  half-way  up 
from  the  mouth  of  their  hopper  to  the  fort's  parapet, 
when  a  hail  of  shrapnel  seems  to  crumple  up  half  of  the 
contingent.  Dead,  wounded,  and  living  seem  suddenly 
to  sink  into  the  earth,  and  no  one  moves.  The  cover  of 
the  enormous  shell-holes  once  more  befriends  the  gallant 
little  men,  and  for  many  minutes  there  is  no  sign  of 
life  among  them.  Presently  one  of  the  black  dots  moves 
forward.  Can  he  be  going  alone  ?  No  one  follows.  On 
goes  the  plucky  little  fellow  up  to  the  fort  ditch  ;  passing 
down  and  up,  he  hangs  on  to  the  counter- scarp.  Two 
more  dots  from  the  shell-holes  below  come  to  life  again, 
and  follow  in  the  direction  of  the  one  hanging  to  the 
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scarp.  Ten  more  soon  follow,  and  then  others  are 
resurrected  from  the  shell-pits,  and  hurry  up  to  the 
ditch.  The  man  on  the  counter-scarp,  looking  back, 
sees  his  supporting  comrades,  sprawls  over  the  parapet, 
and  disappears  into  the  fort. 

I  can't  help  giving  a  shout  of  exultation  at  that  one 
man's  pluck.  The  Jap  officer  by  my  side  loses  all  con- 
trol and  dances  with  joy.  But  how  is  it  those  other 
men  behind  don't  immediately  follow  ?  I  count  five 
minutes  by  my  watch.  What  are  they  about?  My 
officer  friend  shakes  his  head. 

*  Can't  tell,'  he  says. 

1  It's  all  right,'  I  point,  *  they  are  now  going  forward  ' ; 
and  at  a  given  signal  the  rest,  but  fifty  men  only, 
scramble  up  the  counter-scarp  and  over  the  parapet, 
where  they  are  lost  to  sight. 

1  Banzai ! '  we  shout,  and  the  officer  again  dances 
with  joy.  Ah !  our  men  have  done  better  than  those 
to  the  westward,  with  the  exception  of  the  redoubt 
close  up  against  the  one  we  have  just  entered.  Here  the 
Japs  seem  to  have  passed  over  and  beyond,  and  are 
trying  to  penetrate  the  Chinese  wall,  which  forms  a 
curtain,  linking  all  the  eastern  range  together. 

The  other  attacking  parties  appear  to  be  paralysed 
with  the  searching  shrapnel  fire,  and  cannot  move 
forward.  The  dead  are  sprinkled  on  the  shell-pitted 
slopes  like  flies  in  summer-time  on  treacled  paper,  and 
the  living  are  huddled  up  under  the  parapets,  all  seek- 
ing cover  in  the  scars  and  ruts  of  the  pounded  glacis. 
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No  more  supports  for  the  gallant  fifty  who  have  entered 
the  fort  in  front  of  us.  The  hopper  stops  running  for 
want  of  those  black-and-white  units.  Half  of  the  men 
who  have  left  the  mouth  of  it  to  push  forward  to  the  fort 
above  have  not  moved.  They  cannot  support  their 
brave  comrades.  I  can  see,  quite  plainly  through  my 
glasses,  some  with  their  faces  turned  upward  towards 
the  gun,  watching,  as  we  are  watching,  for  signs  of  that 
forlorn  hope,  others  lie  mostly  with  their  heads  tucked 
downward,  and  show  no  movement.  Some  ten  or 
fifteen  minutes  pass — it  seems  long  hours  to  us  waiting 
in  our  trench  —  before  there  is  any  sign.  Then,  quickly,  a 
man's  legs  appear  striding  the  parapet,  down  he 
tumbles  into  the  ditch.  Then  another  breaks  the  sky- 
line between  the  cannons'  muzzles,  and,  in  a  twinkling, 
about  thirty  out  of  the  fifty  tumble  pell-mell  over  the 
parapet— sliding  down  the  scarp,  in  and  out  of  the  ditch, 
and  making  for  the  mouth  of  the  hopper. 

I  notice  a  quiver  go  through  the  little  officer  by  my 
side.  A  Japanese  war-artist  has  just  joined  us,  his 
sketch-book  in  hand.  He  drops  his  pencil,  and  sits 
down  by  the  side  of  it  with  his  back  turned  to  the 
scene.     He  can  look  no  longer. 

Good  God  !  what  has  happened  ?  think  I.  Shrapnel 
now  play  once  more  from  Kussian  guns  on  the  slopes, 
and  the  few  who  have  returned  throw  themselves  flat 
on  their  faces.  It  is  necessary,  for  the  sky-line  of  the 
fort  is  broken  by  tall  and  stalwart  figures.  I  see  them 
touching  to  the  left — a   squad  of   Russians — as  if  on 
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parade.  An  officer  stands  forward  with  flashing  sword  ; 
he  looks  down  the  glacis.  Not  a  movement  is  seen 
of  the  black  dots  on  the  slope.  His  work  is  not 
required  here.  He  quickly  points  to  the  P.  fort  below. 
The  Japs  have  passed  round  and  over  it,  and  are 
pressing  against  the  Chinese  wall.  The  officer  turns  his 
men  half-left,  and  then  I  see  a  sight  I  shall  always 
remember. 

In  rhythmical  order,  the  men,  standing  grandly  up- 
right, seeking  no  cover,  take  cartridge  from  pouch,  moving 
each  with  the  other  like  clockwork,  load  and  present, 
eject  empty  case,  reload  and  fire. 

It  is  a  splendid  piece  of  work,  and,  in  my  ap- 
preciation, I  cry  in  Russian,  '  Karasho  ! '  It  was 
one  of  the  few  words  I  recollected,  and  it  wells  up 
spontaneously.  The  Jap  officer  by  my  side  echoes  it, 
1  Karasho.'     I  look  at  him  in  astonishment. 

*  You  speak  Russian  ? ' 

*  Oh,  yes,'  he  replied.  '  I  am  the  Russian  interpreter 
to  the  Eleventh  Division.  Ah  !  it  is  very  fine.  Good 
men,  brave  fellows  ;  but  it  is  no  good  for  Nippon.' 

*  Well,'  I  reply,  '  you  can't  expect  victories  every 
day ;  but  how  is  it  those  gallant  fifty  were  not  sup- 
ported ? ' 

1  Can't  tell.  It  is  most  perplexing,'  says  my  friend, 
with  quivering  lip.     *  I  do  not  understand.' 

The  fighting  is  over.  The  gallant  squads  on  the 
parapet  have  retired  to  the  interior  of  the  fort.  No  one 
moves  on  the  slopes.    Those  prone  little  bodies,  in  small 
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heaps  here,  scattered  there,  then  trailing  upward  in 
a  thin  line,  till  one  lay  on  the  actual  parapet,  are 
some  of  them  cunningly  waiting  for  night,  and  the  dark 
gaps  between  the  searchlights,  when  they  will  steal 
downward  to  the  mouth  of  the  hopper  and  gain  their 
parallels — or  are  they  all  dead  I  wonder  ? 

'  Come,  it  is  cold  here,  and  we  will  find  some  tea,' 
says  my  officer  friend. 

We  creep  along  the  trench  down  to  the  narrow 
valley,  nursing  the  cover  of  hill-side  or  trench  parapet, 
for  the  enemy  are  vigorously  shelling,  as  they  think, 
the  retiring  Japanese.  The  Japs  never  retire — they 
stick  wherever  they  may  be  till  the  next  available 
moment  for  attack.  They  remain  in  their  parallels. 
We  move  along  with  the  dripping  wounded,  limping, 
maimed,  and  bleeding,  to  the  first  aids.  There  is  no 
feeling  of  defeat  depicted  on  their  faces  ;  if  they  are  sad, 
it  is  because  they  are  still  alive.  A  wound  is  not  con- 
sidered an  honourable  way  out  of  a  fight — only  death, 
and  these  men  are  sorry  they  are  not  lying  beside  their 
dead  comrades  on  the  slopes,  their  spirits  mingling 
with  those  now  hovering  over  the  field  of  battle. 

They  are  wonderful  little  men,  these  Japs,  with  their 
moon  faces,  snub  noses,  beautiful,  strong,  white  teeth, 
and  the  pluck  of  the  very  devil. 

Still,  it  was  a  fine  sight  to  see  those  grand,  stalwart 
figures  playing  at  parade,  while  fighting  up  on  the  parapet 
of  the  fort.  Japs  and  Russians  will  embrace  each  other 
when  this  war  is  over.     The  brave  love  the  brave. 
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In  a  little  shanty  of  mats  and  bamboo,  below  the 
hill  overlooking  the  valley  in  which  the  Ninth  are  en- 
camped, the  tea,  hot  and  decently  served  in  a  cup  and 
on  a  tray,  is  brought  to  me  by  a  soldier.  I  sit  on  a  rock 
to  drink  it.  A  small  stream  runs  at  my  feet,  about  two 
or  three  yards  broad.  On  the  other  side  is  a  road,  and 
further  on  are  some  cottages  straggling  out  from  a  small 
hamlet.  A  woman  and  some  children  are  playing  in  the 
little  compound  in  front  of  the  one  to  the  right.  The 
other  cottage,  apparently,  is  not  occupied.  I  am  looking 
on  at  the  mother  and  children,  wondering  what  they 
really  think  of  this  noisy  and  unpleasant  business  of 
war,  when  the  wall  of  the  unoccupied  house  goes  up  into 
the  air,  there  is  a  loud  explosion,  and  a  two-yard  hole 
is  torn  out  of  the  garden.  I  seize  my  camera.  Here's 
an  opportunity  if  another  should  come.  I  am  focussing 
the  lens  when  it  comes  only  too  soon,  within  a  few  feet  of 
the  same  place,  demolishing  the  roof,  driving  through 
an  inner  and  outer  wall,  and  send  up  a  fountain  of 
brown  earth.  The  woman  and  children  stop  and  look 
round  at  the  muddy  fountain,  and  the  youngsters  crow 
with  delight.  The  whole  incident  was  too  quick  for  my 
camera,  so  I  finish  the  tea  in  disgust,  wish  my  officer 
friend  *  good  evening,'  and  am  going,  when  he  says : 
'  Come  over  here  to-night  if  there  is  anything  going 
on.     There's  always  a  cup  of  tea  after  the  show  is  over.' 

*  Thanks,'  I  reply,  and  take  my  way  home  in  the 
gloaming. 

I  wonder  what  it  was  all  about.     The  Japs  certainly 
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did  not  push  home  the  attack.  Can't  understand  it  at 
all.  Anyway,  whatever  the  casualties  may  be,  only  a 
few  thousand  were  engaged. 

I  arrive  after  dark,  but  Chosan,  who  has  returned 
from  Dalny,  the  good  fellow  that  he  is,  is  ready  with  hot 
stew ;  he  has  been  watching  the  guns  from  the  cottage 
window  and  has  timed  my  arrival  to  a  nicety. 

October  31. — Goto  tells  me  that  more  than  one  thou- 
sand eight  hundred  500-pound  shells  were  fired  into  the 
Russian  forts  yesterday,  and  thousands  of  smaller  calibre. 

Yes,  that  bombardment  for  a  few  hours  was  the 
biggest  yet  on  record,  and  will  probably  cost  us  over 
£40,000. 

It's  an  expensive  business.  Luckily  we  only  lost  a 
few  hundred  men,  and  Yamaguchi  tells  me  he  has  found 
out  one  most  important  thing — that  the  Urhlung  moat 
is  forty-five  feet  deep  and  fifty  wide,  and  our  men  found 
the  scaling  ladders  which  they  carried  too  short  for  the 
parapets.     Therefore  the  whole  attack  was  stopped. 

'I  wonder,'  say  I,  *  if,  after  all,  that  business  yesterday 
was  a  reconnaissance  in  force,  or  demonstration  to  hold 
the  Russians  in  check  over  the  whole  eastern  fort 
group,  while  you  ascertained  the  strength  of  the  Double 
Dragon  ? ' 

'  Well,  probably  that  was  the  reason,'  says  Goto. 

'Upon  my  life,  I  can  see  no  other,'  I  reply,  'for 
you  brought  all  your  much -vaunted  guns  to  bear 
and  only  used  five  thousand  of  your  troops  out  of  a 
possible  sixty  or  seventy,  to  do  the  infantry  work.     It 
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can't  possibly  have  been  intended  for  a  general  attack  to 
get  through  into  Port  Arthur.  And  yet,  why  did  you 
spend  so  large  a  sum  over  the  business  ?  Can't  get  at  it  at 
all.  You  are  a  wonderful  people,  Goto,  but  I  wonder  what 
military  experts  will  say  over  that  affair  of  yesterday 
when  the  history  of  this  siege  is  written ! ' 

Very  severe  fighting  throughout  the  night.     All  that 
one  could  make  out  was  a  determined   attack  by  the 
Russians  to  try  and  regain  the  trenches  and  redoubt 
they  lost  the  previous  afternoon.     They  partially  suc- 
ceeded.    When  I  go  over  this  morning  to  my  position 
of  yesterday   I   find   that   the  Japs  had   been  driven 
off  the  East  Cockscomb  and  down  the  slope  into  their 
parallel.     They  have  done  wonderful  work  with   their 
picks  and  shovels  in  the  few  hours  that  they  were  in 
possession  of  the  glacis,  for  a  good  solid  trench  has  been 
made  to  protect  their  debouching-point.    Their  dead  are 
sprinkled  thickly  round  about  the  trench,  and  among 
the   unburied  are  a  few  Russian  sharpshooters  buried 
quick,  lying  low   up  to  their  necks  in  the  earth,  and 
making  good  practice  at  any  Jap  showing  at  the  mouth 
of  the  parallel.     The  Japanese  dead  lie  in  a  zigzag  up 
the  glacis,  bunching  in  the  centre  and  thinning  to  one 
man,  who  was  in  the  act  of  springing  over  the  parapet 
of  the  fort.    Between  the  two  cannon,  cutting  the  sky- 
line, in  full  view,  the  only  living  being  to  be  seen,  is  a 
Russian  sentry,  calmly  leaning  on  his  rifle  ;  and  but  for 
the   difference   in   uniform — so  peaceful   do   the   little 
Japs  look  in  their  eternal  slumber  on  that  slope — he 
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might  be  standing  '  sentry  go  '  over  his  sleeping 
comrades. 

The  scene  suggests  a  good  title  to  a  sketch,  *  In 
Possession  Still,'  for  this  was  the  third  time  the  stolid 
Muscovites  had  fought  on  the  East  Cockscomb.  The 
admiration  of  the  world  must  be  extended  to  the  gallant 
Kussian  garrison  for  their  untiring  heroism  in  defending 
this  position.  I  have  seen  nothing  in  all  my  campaign- 
ing to  equal  it;  ill-fed,  worn  out  with  fatigue,  and 
passing  through  the  ordeal  of  a  ghastly  shell -fire — the 
most  terrible  in  the  annals  of  war — withstanding  the 
onslaught  of  probably  the  finest  infantry  of  modern 
times,  the  soldiers  of  the  Great  White  Czar  are  in  posses- 
sion still. 

But  for  a  few  spent  bullets  mewing  above  our  heads, 
things  are  quiet  this  morning.  The  Japanese  artillery- 
men seem  to  be  enjoying  a  well-earned  repose,  for  few 
shots  break  the  slumbering  echoes  of  the  hills.  Yet 
there  is  still  a  feeling  of  unrest,  and  I  suggest  to  my 
friend  Curtis,  of  the  'Kobe  Herald,'  who  is  my  companion 
on  this  occasion,  that  if  the  Japs  do  not  make  good  this 
rebuff  at  once,  we  might  as  well  make  preparations  for  a 
winter's  campaign. 

We  pass  from  the  Ninth  Division  to  the  Eleventh, 
and  enquire  en  route  if  anything  is  in  the  air ;  but  the 
men  we  meet  have  not  yet  received  orders  for  the  fray. 
There  is  a  wretched  uncertainty  about  it.  General  Nogi, 
I  know,  was  out  early  this  morning  to  see  the  position. 
Surely  he  must  have  made  up  his  mind  by  this  time ; 
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but  it  is  now  four  o'clock,  and  the  usual  shelling  before 
an  assault  has  not  yet  started.  Ammunition,  both  large 
and  small,  is  pouring  in  from  all  directions,  and  has 
been  trailing  up  into  the  parallels  for  the  men,  to 
augment  the  depleted  stores  of  the  batteries.  Yester- 
day's fighting  was  a  great  strain  on  both  small  arms  and 
artillery  ammunition.  Few  men  are  seen  about  the 
camps,  only  the  hospital  section  is  busy,  surgeons  and 
dressers  are  full  up  with  work,  for  hundreds  of  bearers 
have  been  coming  down  since  early  dawn  in  the  covered 
ways  with  their  bloody  burdens.  All  the  able-bodied 
fighting  men  of  the  division  are  away  up  in  the  parallels 
and  trenches,  ready  to  feed  the  assaulting  contingents.  So 
some  definite  move  must  be  in  immediate  contemplation. 
Presently  a  crash  reverberates  throughout  the  hills, 
then  the  mouths  of  cannon  speak  once  more,  shells 
hurtle  through  the  air,  soon  the  rattle  of  musketry 
commences,  and  the  rapid  detonation  of  the  Maxims 
throb  through  the  passes.  The  battle  has  opened  again, 
but  it  is  late,  the  sun  is  now  setting,  and  it  is  nearly 
dark  before  we  get  up  to  our  position,  and,  as  usual,  all 
that  can  be  seen  is  the  red  glare  of  the  cannons'  flash, 
the  cold  light  of  the  star  bombs,  and  the  flitting  of 
ghostly  figures  in  the  haze  of  the  searchlight. 

It  is  now  ten  o'clock,  and  the  fighting  is  still  going 
on ;  the  sharp,  vivid  glare  of  the  shrapnel  occasionally 
gives  one  some  idea  of  how  the  battle  is  waging,  and 
that  is  all ;  we  must  wait  until  daylight  unravels  the 
situation.     I  sincerely  trust  that  this  fight  will  decide 
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one  thing  or  the  other — an  investment  for  the  winter  or 
a  speedy  entry  into  the  fortress  ;  for  most  of  us  are  sick 
and  tired  of  these  assaults  and  counter-attacks  which 
have  no  more  result  than  leaving  both  sides  in  exactly 
the  same  position. 

12  midnight.  Fighting  apparently  still  furious, 
regarding  the  noise  of  the  battle,  but  there  is  always 
much  ammunition  thrown  away  when  it  is  dark. 

November  1. — 2  a.m. — Have  returned  to  my  quarters 
for   some   rest,  but   the  belligerents  are  still  fighting. 

4  a.m. — There    is     no     diminution    in    the    fighting. 

5  a.m. — The  rifle  fire  is  still  brisk.  7  a.m. — There  is  a 
marked  difference  in  the  infantry  firing.  It  has  con- 
siderably slackened,  and  every  moment  it  is  dying  out. 
7.30  a.m. — A  few  shots  only  are  exchanged. 

Fine  sunny  morning,  good  for  snap-shots  ;  I  mean, 
of  course,  of  the  camera  description  ;  so  I  ask  d'Adda 
to  come  with  me  to  the  right  of  the  Eleventh  Divi- 
sion and  see  the  men  actually  in  their  trenches. 
The  artillery  fire  is  rather  slack  down  in  the  valley, 
so  we  take  the  route  via  the  Ninth.  We  play  the 
game  in  the  open  spaces  in  keeping  in  Indian  file, 
and  at  certain  distances  from  each  other,  in  case  of  a 
stray  shell,  and  have  just  sighted  the  first  tents  of  the 
Ninth,  nestling  under  the  cover  of  the  hill,  when  there 
comes  the  quick,  rustling  sound,  which  one  soon  learns  out 
here,  and  *  pat '  spurts  a' bullet  right  at  our  feet.  We  look 
at  each  other  in  astonishment,  and  in  the  meantime  a 
soldier  picks  up  the  jagged  bit  of  nickel  and  gives  it 
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to  d'Adda.  Then  the  man  makes  us  understand  that  we 
had  better  nurse  the  base  of  the  hills  more  closely,  which 
we  unhesitatingly  do.  It  is  simply  a  question  of  out- 
posts, twelve  hundred  yards  away.  We  expected  inci- 
dents of  this  description  to  happen  where  we  were  going, 
but  here  is  a  spot,  apparently  relegated  to  shell,  trespassed 
on  by  bullet-fire  ;  it  seems  to  us  rather  unfair  and  out  of 
place. 

November  2. — Lovely  morning,  almost  summer-like 
Go  over  to  Headquarters  and  meet  Oshimoto,  who,  with 
other  interpreters,  is  waiting  to  see  his  brother  pass  by  to 
the  railhead  with  the  contingent  of  wounded.  He  is  a 
boy  of  24,  a  scholar  in  the  University  of  Tokio.  Called 
to  the  colours  a  few  weeks  ago,  he  joined  the  12th 
Kegiment  of  the  Eleventh  Division,  and  was  one  of 
the  first  men  into  the  trenches  during  the  attack  on 
the  East  Cockscomb  on  October  31.  He  was  wounded 
by  shrapnel  in  four  places — the  ankle,  left  wrist,  neck, 
and  shoulder— but  treated  the  matter  with  great  sang- 
froid, and  the  surgeons  say  he  is  likely  to  recover.  The 
night  before  the  fight  he  wrote  his  brother  in  pencil 
on  a  fly-leaf  of  a  book  this  characteristic  letter  : 

'  I  thank  you  for  the  waterproof  cloak  duly  re- 
ceived. To-morrow,  brother,  I  will  carry  my  flag  with 
the  first  charge.  I  may  be  killed,  but  I  will  not  disgrace 
our  name.  In  the  pocket  in  the  lid  of  my  trunk  you 
will  find  five  yen  in  cash  and  my  field-glass,  which  you 
may  make  use  of,  also  the  socks,  handkerchiefs,  and 
gloves  you  find  in  the  box.     I  beg  you  to  try  and  recover 
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my  body,  and,  if  possible,  to  cremate  it  and  send  my 
bones  wrapped  in  the  flag  I  have  been  carrying  to  Tokio. 
So  much  for  this,  the  last,  favour  I  shall  ask  in  my  life. 
Adieu  ! — Your  loving  brother,  Genoshiro.' 

November  3. — Fine,  still,  summer-like  morning, 
and  the  Emperor  of  Japan's  birthday.  A  letter,  with 
some  chickens  and  a  bottle  of  champagne,  has  just 
reached  me  from  General  Baron  Nogi.  This  is  how  it 
runs  : 

1  Before  Port  Arthur, 
•  Headquarters,  3rd  Imperial  Army. 

'  Dear  Sir,— To-day  being  his  Majesty  the  Emperor's 
birthday,  I  promised  myself  the  pleasure  of  celebrating 
it  with  you  and  your  colleagues  at  a  banquet,  which  it 
was  my  intention  to  give ;  but  I  deeply  regret  that, 
owing  to  the  exigencies  of  the  military  situation,  which 
demand  my  unremitting  attention,  I  cannot  do  so.  Will 
you  please  accept  the  accompanying  trifle,  which  will, 
I  hope,  help  to  warm  your  heart  on  the  notable 
occasion. 

'With  many  wishes  for  your  success,  I  am,  yours 

very  truly, 

■  M.  Nogi, 

1  General  and  Baron  Commanding  the 
3rd  Imperial  Army.' 

This  day  will  be  an  auspicious  one  for  the  war  corre- 
spondents, for  they  are  allowed  for  the  first  time  to 
wire  what  they  have  seen  of  the  hostilities  in  front  of 
Port  Arthur.     It  is,  therefore,  a  red-letter  day  with  us, 


THREE   MONTHS   WITH   THE   BESIEGERS  173 

and  we  drink  with  great  gusto  to  the  health  and  a  long 
life  of  the  generous  eastern  potentate,  and  to  his  warm- 
hearted General,  Baron  Nogi. 

I  have  been  trying  to  make  a  deal  with  Ricarlton, 
the  bird  fancier  ;  I  tell  him  I  will  spare,  my  chicken 
in  consideration  for  his  ration  of  champagne,  for 
ordinarily  he  does  not  take  wine ;  but  he  will  not  hear 
of  the  exchange  on  this  occasion,  so  the  execution 
will  take  place,  and,  for  a  wonder,  as  my  messmate  Barry 
is  away  in  Dalny,  he  is  coming  to  partake  of  the 
massacred  innocent. 

Some  of  the  troops  are  parading  their  new  winter 
overcoats  to-day,  and  very  excellent  they  seem  to  be, 
made  of  substantial  khaki  cloth  with  white  fur  collars. 
There  is  considerable  quiet  reigning  in  camp  this  after- 
noon, and  apparently  little  in  the  way  of  festivity  in 
spite  of  the  great  occasion.  The  Russians  we  thought 
were  not  going  to  respect  the  Emperor  of  Japan's 
birthday,  for  they  dropped  occasional  shells  in  our 
valley  this  morning,  but  probably  this  was  only  a 
salutation  on  their  part,  for  this  afternoon  hardly  a  shot 
of  any  description  has  been  fired.  It  is  also,  I  hear,  a 
great  day  with  the  Russians ;  probably  that  is  the 
reason  they  are  so  quiet.  It  is  the  accession  day  of 
their  Emperor,  the  great  White  Czar. 

November  4. — I  pick  up  a  shell-case  this  morning 
down  by  the  parallels  of  the  Eleventh  Division.  It  has 
Chinese  characters  on  it  in  white  paint ;  the  Russians 
must   be  getting  short  of  certain  types  of  projectiles. 
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They  are  using  up  odd  shells  left  behind  years  ago  by 
the  Chinese.  I  mention  this  to  d'Adda,  and  show  him 
my  trophy. 

*  Ah,'  says  he,  '  you  are  right ;  the  Kussians  must  be 
getting  short  of  powder.  You  come  with  me  to  the 
howitzer  battery  yonder,'  pointing  to  the  end  of  our 
valley.  *  I  saw  the  Colonel  yesterday,  and  he  showed 
me  a  shell  which  fell  near  his  guns.  It  did  not  burst, 
and  he  opened  it,  and  found — what  do  you  guess,  mon 
cher  Villiers  ?  Why,  wood ;  little  pieces  of  wood ;  these, 
"  shavings  "  you  call  it ;  half  shavings  and  half  powder. 
C'est  curieux  n'est  pas  ?  It  is  coming  to  the  finish  now, 
I  feel  sure.' 

'  I  think  so,  too,'  said  I.  '  For  half  the  shells  that 
have  been  thrown  around  our  batteries  lately  have  not 
exploded,  and  they  come  on  their  deadly  errands  so 
slowly  that  one  can  see  them  quite  plainly  passing 
through  the  air.  The  Russian  gunners  are,  surely,  eking 
out  their  powder.' 

I  think  over  this  matter  all  day,  and  in  the  evening 
resolve  to  leave  Port  Arthur,  as  correspondents  and 
attaches  are  now  permitted,  if  they  choose,  to  return  to 
their  respective  countries.  I  have  done  every  phase  of 
the  fighting  for  the  last  three  months  or  more.  This 
sapping  and  mining  is  becoming  tedious  work.  For  ever 
tunnelling  under  forts,  putting  explosives  at  the  other 
end,  and  blowing  out  a  hole  here  and  there.  There  is 
really  nothing  for  me  now  to  do  but  the  entry  of  the 
troops  into   the   captured   fortress.      I  can   leave   this 
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sketching  of  the  victorious  army,  proudly  marching 
into  Port  Arthur,  and  the  dejected,  half-starved 
prisoners  marching  out  of  it.  I  have  made  up  my 
mind,  and  write  to  headquarters,  asking  for  the  neces- 
sary passes  to  leave  the  front. 

I  first  of  all  see  General  Ichigi,  the  Chief  of  the 
Staff,  who  speaks  English  very  well.  When  he  knows 
I  have  finally  made  up  my  mind,  he  sends  me  in  to 
have  an  interview  with  Baron  Nogi,  who,  through  our 
excellent  Interpreter-in-Chief,  Major  Yamaguchi,  tells 
me  that  he  regrets  that  I  am  leaving ;  he  would  like  me 
to  stay  to  picture  the  entry  of  his  troops. 

'  When  will  that  be,  sir  ?  '  I  say. 

I I  can't  exactly  tell  you,'  he  smilingly  replies. 
1  In  a  month  ? '  I  suggest. 

'Probably  later,  but  not  much,'  he  conclusively 
states  ;  and  adds  :  '  You  know,  we  are  very  strong  here ; 
but  I  think  it  wise  to  use  the  pick,  and  that  takes 
time.' 

I  tell  him  that  I  have  exhausted  every  phase  of  the 
fighting,  and  have  filled  my  sketch-books. 

'  Hope  you  have  noticed  the  sapping  ? '  said  he. 

*  Yes,  sir  ;  I  have.' 

'  Well,  if  you  must  leave  us,  Mr.  Villiers,  remember 
this,  that  you  can  return,  if  you  wish,  whenever  you 
choose.  This  Port  Arthur  business  is  but  the  beginning 
of  the  campaign,  and  you  will  always  find  a  home  with 
my  command.' 

I  express  my  thanks  for  his  goodness  to  me,  and  for 
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what  he  holds  out  for  the  future.  He  cordially  shakes 
me  by  the  hand  and  says  *  Good-bye.' 

Major  Yamaoko,  who  had  been  deputed  to  look  after 
the  correspondents,  and  to  whom  I  owe  much  for  expe- 
diting my  budget  of  sketches  home  to  England — the 
officer  who  possessed  the  little  wooden  seal,  with  the 
picturesque  Japanese  characters  upon  it,  which,  when 
pressed  upon  our  envelopes  with  red  pigment,  made  us 
breathe  more  freely,  for  that  cover,  with  its  budget  now 
censored,  would  pass  unmolested  to  the  hands  of  the 
editors  of  our  respective  papers — Yamaoko,  with  his 
ever-genial  smile,  wished  me  God-speed,  and  told  me 
that,  as  I  had  seen  three  months  of  the  hardest  fighting 
before  Port  Arthur,  the  General  had  recommended  me 
for  the  medal. 

I  never  left  any  army  in  the  field  with  greater 
regret,  nor  have  I  been  treated  with  more  consideration 
and  kindness  by  all  ranks,  from  privates  to  generals, 
than  with  the  Third  Imperial  Army  of  Japan. 
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By  the  Earl  of  Belmore,  P.C.,  G.C.M.G. 
(H.M.L.,  County  Tyrone),  formerly  Gover- 
nor of  New  South  Wales.  Re-issue, 
Revised  and  Enlarged.  With  Portrait. 
8vo.,  5s.  net. 


Besant. — The  History  of  London. 
By  Sir  Walter  Besant.  With  74  Illus- 
trations. Crown  8vo.,  is.  gd.  Or  bound 
as  a  School  Prize  Book,  gilt  edges,  2s.  6d. 

Bright. — A  History  of  England. 
By  the  Rev.  J.  Franck  Bright,  D.  D. 

Period    I.     Medimval  Monarchy:     a.d. 
449-1485.     Crown  8vo.,  4s.  6d. 

Period    II.      PERSONAL   MONARCHY.      1485- 
1688.     Crown  8vo.,  5s. 

Period  III.     Constitutional  Monarchy. 
1689-1837.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  bd. 

Period  IV.     The  Growth  of  Democracy. 
1837-1880.     Crown  8vo.,  6s.  , 

Period  V.     Imperial  Reaction :  Victoria, 
1880-1901.     Crown  8vo.,  4s.  6d. 

Bruce. —  The  Forward  Policy  and 
its  Results  ;  or,  Thirty-five  Years'  Work 
amongst  the  Tribes  on  our  North- Western 
Frontier  of  India.  By  Richard  Isaac 
Bruce,  CLE.  With  28  Illustrations  and 
a  Map.     8vo.,  15s.  net. 

Buckle. — History  of  Civilisation 

in  England.    By  Henry  Thomas  Buckle. 

Cabinet  Edition.     3  vols.     Crown  8vo.,  24s. 

'  Silver  Library  '  Edition.     3  vols.     Crown 

8vo.,  10s.  bd. 

Burke. — A  History  of  Spain, 
From  the  Earliest  Times  to  the 
Death  of  Ferdinand  the  Catholic. 
By  Ulick  Ralph  Burke,  M.A.  Edited 
by  Martin  A.  S.  Hume.  With  6  Maps. 
2  vols.     Crown  8vo.,   16s.  net. 

Casserly.  —  The    Land    of    the 

Boxers;  or,  China  under  the  Allies.  By 
Captain  Gordon  Casserly.  With  15 
Illustrations  and  a  Plan.     8vo.,  ioj.  bd.  net. 

Chesney. — Indian  Polity:  a  View  of 
the  System  of  Administration  in  India.  By 
General  Sir  George  Chesney,  K.C.B. 
With  Map  showing  all  the  Administrative 
Divisions  of  British  India.     8vo.,  21s. 

I  Churchill  (Winston  Spencer,  M.P.)„ 

The  River  War  :  an  Historical 
Account  of  the  Reconquest  of  the  Soudan. 
Edited  by  Colonel  E.  Rhodes,  D.S.O. 
With  Photogravure  Portrait  of  Viscount 
Kitchener  of  Khartoum,  and  22  Maps  and. 
I  Plans.     8vo.,  10s.  bd.  net. 
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Churchill  (Winston  Spencer,  M.P.) 

— continued. 

The  Story  of  the  Malakand 
Field  Force,  1897.  With  6  Maps  and 
Plans.     Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

London  to  Ladysmith  vil  Pre- 
toria.    Crown  8vo.,  65. 

Ian  Hamilton's  March.  With 
Portrait  of  Major-General  Sir  Ian 
Hamilton,  and  10  Maps  and  Plans. 
Crown  8vo.,  65. 

Corbett  (Julian  S.). 

Drake  and  the  Tudor  Navy, 
with  a  History  of  the  Rise  of  England 
as  a  Maritime  Power.  With  Portraits, 
Illustrations  and  Maps.  2  vols.  Crown 
8vo.,  16s. 

The  Successors  of  Drake.  With 
4  Portraits  (2  Photogravures)  and  12 
Maps  and  Plans.     8vo.,  21s. 

England  in  the  Mediterranean  : 
a  Study  of  the  Rise  and  Influence  of 
British  Power  within  the  Straits,  1603- 
1713.  With  1  Map  and  2  Illustrations. 
2  vols.     8vo.,   24s.   net. 

Creighton     (Mandell,    late     Lord 

Bishop  of  London). 

A  History  of  the  Papacy  from 
the  Great  Schism  to  the  Sack  of 
Rome,  1378-1527.  6  vols.  Cr.  8vo., 
5s.  net  each. 

Queen  Elizabeth.  With  Portrait. 
Crown  8vo.,  55.  net. 

Historical  Essays  and  Reviews. 
Edited  by  Louise  Creighton.  Crown 
8vo.,  55.  net. 

Historical  Lectures  and  Ad- 
dresses. Edited  by  Louise  Creighton. 
Crown  8vo.,  55.  net. 

Dale. —  The  Principles  of  English 
Constitutional  History.  By  Lucy 
Dale,  late  Scholar  of  Somerville  College, 
Oxford.     Crown  8vo. ,  6s. 

Dennison. — A  Fight  to  a  Finish. 
By  Major  C.  G.  Dennison,  D.S.O.,  late 
Officer  Commanding  Dennison's  Scouts. 
With  27  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  5s. 

Elizabeth  (Queen),  Amy  Robsart, 
and  the  Earl  of  Leicester :  being 

a  Reprint  of  the  Scarce  Historical  Work, 
entitled  'Leycesters  Commonwealth,'  1641. 
Edited  by  Frank  J.  Burgoyne,  Librarian 
of  the  Lambeth  Public  Libraries.  Fcp.  4to., 
js.  6d.  net. 


Falkiner  (C.  Litton). 

Studies  in  Irish  History  anl\ 
Biography,  Mainly  of  the  Eighteenth 
Century.      8vo.,  125.  6d.  net. 

Illustrations  of  Irish  History\ 
and  Topography,  Mainly  of  the  Seven- 
teenth Century.  With  3  Maps.  8vo., 
18s.  net. 

Freeman. — The    Historical    Geo- 
graphy  of   Europe.      By    Edward    A  J 
Freeman,  D.C.L.,  LL.D.     Third  Edition. 
Edited  by  J.  B.  Bury,  M.A.,  D.Litt.,  LL.D., 
Regius  Professor  of  Modern  History  in  the 
University  of  Cambridge.     8vo.,  12s.  6d. 
Atlas  to  the  above.     With  65  Maps  in 
colour.     8vo.,  6s.  6d. 

Froude  (James  A.). 
The  History  of  England,  from  the 
Fall   of  Wolsey  to    the   Defeat   of   the 
Spanish  Armada.     12  vols.  Crown  8vo., 
35.  6d.  each. 

The  Divorce  of  Catherine  of 
A r agon.     Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d. 

The  Spanish  Story  of  the  Ar- 
mada, and  other  Essays.    Cr.  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

The  English  in  Ireland  in  the 
Eighteenth  Century.  3  vols.   Cr.  8vo., 
1  os.  6d. 

English  Seamen  in  the  Sixteenth 

Century. 

Cabinet  Edition.     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

Illustrated  Edition.  With  5  Photo- 
gravure Plates  and  16  other  Illustra- 
tions.    Large  Cr.  8vo.,  gilt  top,  6s.  net. 

'  Silver  Library  '  Edition.   Cr.  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

The  Council  of  Trent.  Crown 
8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

Shor  t  Studies  on Grea  t Subjects, 
Cabinet  Edition.     4  vols.     24s. 
'  Silver  Library  '  Edition.    4  vols.    Crown 
8vo.,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Cassar  :  a  Sketch.     Cr.  8vo,  35.  6d. 

Selections  from  the  Writings  of 
James  Anthony  Froude.  Edited  by 
P.  S.  Allen,  M.A.     Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

Gardiner  (Samuel  Rawson,  D.C.L., 

LL.D.). 

History  of  England,  from  the  Ac- 
cession of  James  I.  to  the  Outbreak  of  the 
Civil  War,  1603-1642.  With  7  Maps. 
10  vols.     Crown  8vo.,  5s.  net  each. 

A  History  of  the  Great  Civil 
War,  1642-1649.  With  54  Maps  and 
Plans.     4  vols.     Cr.  8vo.,  55.  net  each. 
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Gardiner  (Samuel  Rawson,  D.C.L., 

LL.  D.) — continued. 

A  History  of  the  Commonwealth 
and  the  Protectorate.  1649-1656. 
4  vols.     Crown  8vo.,  5s.  net  each. 

The  Student  s  History  of  Eng- 
land.    With  378  Illustrations.     Crown 
8vo.,  gilt  top,   125. 
Also  in  Three  Volumes,  price  45.  each. 

Cromwell's  Place  in  History. 
Founded  on  Six  Lectures  delivered  in  the 
University  of  Oxford.     Cr.  8vo.,  35.  6d. 

Oliver  Cromwell.  With  Frontis- 
piece.    Crown  8vo.,  5s.  net. 

German  Emperor's  (The) 
Speeches  :  being  a  Selection  from 
the  Speeches,  Edicts,  Letters  and  Telegrams 
of  the  Emperor  William  II.  Translated  by 
Louis  Elkind,  M.D.      8vo.,  125.   6d.  net. 

German  Empire  (The)  of  To-day : 

Outlines  of  its  Formation  and  Development. 
By  '  Veritas  '.     Crown  8vo.,  65.  net. 

Graham. — Roman  Africa  :  an  Out- 
line of  the  History  of  the  Roman  Occupa- 
tion of  North  Africa,  based  chiefly  upon 
Inscriptions  and  Monumental  Remains  in 
that  Country.  By  Alexander  Graham, 
F.S.A.,  F.R.I.B.A.  With  30  reproductions 
of  Original  Drawings  by  the  Author,  and 
2  Maps.      8vo.,  16s.  net. 

Greville. — A  Journal  of  the  Reigns 
of  King  George  IV.,  King  William  IV., 
and  Queen  Victoria.  By  Charles  C.  F. 
Greville,  formerly  Clerk  of  the  Council. 
8  vols.     Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d.  each. 

Gross. —  The  Sources  and  Litera- 
ture of  English  History,  from  the 
Earliest  Times  to  about  1485.  By 
Charles  Gross,  Ph.D.     8vo.,  185.  net. 

Hamilton. — Historical  Record  of 
the  1477/  (King's)  Hussars,  from  a.d.  1715 
to  a.d.  1900.  By  Colonel  Henry  Black- 
burne  Hamilton,  M.A.,  Christ  Church, 
Oxford ;  late  Commanding  the  Regiment. 
With  15  Coloured  Plates,  35  Portraits,  etc., 
in  Photogravure,  and  10  Maps  and  Plans. 
Crown  4to.,  gilt  edges,  425.  net. 

Hart.  —  Actual  Government,  as 
applied  under  American  Conditions. 
By  Albert  Bushnell  Hart,  LL.D.,  Pro- 
fessor of  History  in  Harvard  University. 
With  17  Maps  and  Diagrams.  Crown  8vo., 
ys.  6d.  net. 


HARYARD  HISTORICAL  STUDIES. 

The  Suppression  of  the  African 
Slave  Trade  to  the  United  States  of 
America,  1638-1870.  By  W.  E.  B.  Du 
Bois,  Ph.D      8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

The  Contest  over  the  Ratificaton 
of  the  Federal  Constitution  in  Massa- 
chusetts. By  S.  B.  Harding, A.M.  8vo.,6s. 

A  Critical  Study  of  Nullification 
in  South  Carolina.  By  D.  F.  Houston, 
A.M.     8vo.>  65.  « 

Nominations  for  Elective  Office 
in  the  United  States.  By  Frederick 
W.  Dallinger,  A.M.     8vo.,  js.  6d. 

A  Bibliography  of  British  Muni- 
cipal History,  including  Gilds  and 
Parliamentary  Representation.  By 
Charles  Gross,  Ph.D.     8vo.,  125. 

The  Liberty  and  Free  Soil  Parties 
in  the  North  West.  By  Theodore  C. 
Smith,  Ph.D.     8vo,  75.  6d. 

The  Provincial  Governor  in  the 
English  Colonies  of  North  America. 
By  Evarts  Boutell  Greene.  8vo.,  js.  6d. 

The  County  Palatine  of  Durham: 
a  Study  in  Constitutional  History.  By  Gail- 
lard  Thomas  Lapsley,  Ph.D.  8vo.,  10s.  6d. 

The  Anglican  Episcopate  and  the 
American  Colonies.  By  Arthur  Lyon 
Cross,  Ph.D.,  Instructor  in  History  in  the 
University  of  Michigan.     8vo.,  105.  6d, 

The  Administra  tion  of  the  Ameri- 
can Revolutionary  Army.  By  Louis 
Clinton  Hatch,  Ph.D.      8vo.,  75.  6d. 


Hawtrey. — A  Short  History  of 
Germany.  By  Mrs.  H.  C.  Hawtrey. 
With  additional  Chapters  by  Amanda  M. 
Flattery.    With  3  Maps.    Crown  8vo.,  55. 

Hill. — Three  Frenchmen  in  Ben- 
gal ;  or,  The  Commercial  Ruin  of  the 
French  Settlements  in  1757.  By  S.  C. 
Hill,  B.A.,  B.Sc,  Officer  in  charge  of  the 
Records  of  the  Government  of  India.  With 
4  Maps.     8vo.,  75.  6d.  net. 

Historic  Towns. — Edited  by  E.  A. 

Freeman,  D.C.L.,  and  Rev. William  Hunt, 
M.A.  With  Maps  and  Plans.  Crown  8vo., 
3s.  6d.  each. 


Bristol.  By  Rev.  W.Hunt. 

Carlisle.  By  Mandell 
Creighton,  D.D. 

Cinque  Ports.  By  Mon- 
tagu Burrows. 

Colchester.  By  Rev.  E.  L. 
Cutts. 

Exeter.    By  E.  A.  Freeman. 

London.  By  Rev.  W.  J. 
Loftie. 


Oxford. 

Boase. 
Winchester. 

Kitchin,  D.D. 
York.       By     Rev. 

Raine. 
New  York.    By  Theodore 

Roosevelt. 
Boston  (U.S.)     By  Henry 

Cabot  Lodge. 


By   Rev.  C.  W. 
By   G.   W. 
James 
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Hunter  (Sir  William  Wilson). 
A    History    of    British    India. 

Vol.  I. — Introductory  to  the  Overthrow 
of  the  English  in  the  Spice  Archipelago, 
1623.  With  4  Maps.  8vo.,  185.  Vol. 
II.— To  the  Union  of  the  Old  and  New 
Companies  under  the  Earl  of  Godolphin's 
Award,  1708.     8vo.,  165. 

The  India  of  the  Queen,  and 
other  Essays.  Edited  by  Lady  Hunter. 
With  %n  Introduction  by  Francis  Henry 
Skrine,  Indian  Civil  Service  (Retired). 
8vo.,  gs.  net. 


Ingram.  —  A  Critical  E nam /na- 
tion of  Irish  History.  From  the  Eliza- 
bethan Conquest  to  the  Legislative  Union 
of  1800.  By  T.  Dunbar  Ingram,  LL.D. 
2  vols.     8vo.,  65.  net. 

James  II.  The  Adventures  of 
King  James  II.  of  England.     By 

the  Author  of  A  Life  of  Sir  Kenelm  Digby,' 
'  Rochester,'  etc.,  '  The  Life  of  a  Prig,'  etc. 
With  an  Introduction  by  the  Right  Rev.  F. 
A.  Gasquet,  D.D.,  Abbot  President  of  the 
English  Benedictines.  With  27  Portraits 
and  other  Illustrations.     8vo.,  135.  6d.  net. 

Joyce  (P.  W.) 

A  Short  History  of  Ireland, 
from  the  Earliest  Times  to  1608.  With 
Maps.     Crown  8vo.,  105.  6d. 

A  Social  History  of  Ancient 
Ireland  :  Treating  of  the  Government, 
Military  System  and  Law ;  Religion, 
Learning  and  Art ;  Trades,  Industries 
and  Commerce ;  Manners,  Customs  and 
Domestic  Life  of  the  Ancient  Irish  People. 
With  361  Illustrations.  2  vols.  8vo., 
21s.  net. 

Kaye  and  Malleson.— History  of 

the  Indian  Mutiny,  1857- 1858.  By  Sir 
John  W.  Kaye  and  Colonel  G.  B.  Malle- 
son.  With  Analytical  Index  and  Maps  and 
Plans.     6  vols.      Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d.  each. 

Lang  (Andrew). 

The  Mystery  of  Mary  Stuart. 
With  Photogravure  Plate  and  15  other 
Illustrations.    Crown  8vo.,  6s.  6d.  net. 

Prince  Charles  Edward  Stuart, 
the  Young  Chevalier.  With  Photo- 
gravure Frontispiece.  Cr.  8vo.,  75.  6d.  net. 

The  Valets  Tragedy,  and  other 
Studies  in  Secret  History.  With 
3  Illustrations.      8vo.,   12s.  6d.  net. 


Lecky(WiLLiAM  Edward  Hartpole; 

His  tor  yof  Engl  a  nd  in  the  Eigh  t- 
eenth  Century. 

Library  Edition.  8  vols.  8vo.  Vols.  I 
and  II.,  1700-1760,  365. ;  Vols.  III.  and 
IV.,  1760-1784,  365. ;  Vols.  V.  and  VI., 
1784-1793,  36s. ;  Vols.  VII.  and  VIII., 
1793-1800,  36s. 

Cabinet  Edition.  England.  7  vols.  Crown 
8vo.,  55.  net  each.  Ireland.  5  vols 
Crown  8vo.,  5$.  net  each. 

Leaders  of  Public  Opinion  in 
Ireland:  Flood — Grattan—O'Con 
NELL.     2  vols.     8vo.,  25s.  net. 


History    of    European    Morals 
from  Augustus  to  Charlemagne 
vols.     Crown  8vo.,  105.  net. 


A   Survey   of   English    Ethics  : 

Being  the  First  Chapter  of  the  '  Histor 
of    European     Morals '.       Edited,    with 
Introduction  and  Notes,  by  W.  A.  Hirst. 
Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

History  of  the  Rise  and  Influ- 
ence of  the  Spirit  of  Ra  tionalism  in 
Europe.     2  vols.     Crown  8vo.,  105.  net. 

Democracy  and  Liberty. 

Library  Edition.     2  vols.     8vo.,  365. 
Cabinet  Edition.   2  vols.   Cr.  8vo.,  10s.  net. 

Lieven.  —  Letters  of  Dorothea, 
Princess  Lieven,  during  her  Residence 
in  London,  1812-1834.  Edited  by  Lionel 
G.  Robinson.  With  2  Photogravure  Por- 
traits.    8vo.,  145.  net. 

Lowell. — Governments  and  Par- 
ties in  Contlx fatal  Europe.  By  A. 
Lawrence  Lowell.     2  vols.      8vo.,  215. 

Lumsdens  Horse,  Records  of.— 

Edited  by  H.  H.  S.  Pearse.  With  a  Map, 
and  numerous  Portraits  and  Illustrations  in- 
the  Text.     4to.,  215.  net. 

Lynch.—  The  War  of  the  Civili- 
sa  tions  :  being  a  record  of  '  a  foreign 
Devil's'  Experiences  with  the  Allies 
in  China.  By  George  Lynch,  Special 
Correspondent  of  the  '  Sphere,'  etc.  With 
Portrait  and  21  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo., 
65.  net. 
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Macaulay  (Lord) — continued. 
Ess  a  vs,  which  may  be  had  separately, 


of  Lord 


Macaulay  (Lord). 
The  Life   and    Works 

Macaulay. 

'■Edinburgh''  Edition,  iovols.  8vo. ,6s. each. 

Vols.  I. -IV.    History  of  England. 

Vols.  V.-VII.  Essays,  Biographies, 
Indian  Penal  Code,  Contributions 
to  Knight's  'Quarterly Magazine'. 

Vol.  VIII.  Speeches,  Lays  of  Ancient 
Rome,  Miscellaneous  Poems. 

Vols.  IX.  and  X.  The  Life  and 
Letters  of  Lord  Macaulay.  By 
Sir    G.  0.  Trevelyan,  Bart. 

Popular  Edition.  5  vols.  Cr.8vo,2s.6<?.each. 
Essays  with  Lays  of  Ancient  Rome, 

etc.     Crown  8vo.,  25.  6d. 
History  of  England.     2  vols.     Crown 

8vo.,  55. 
Miscellaneous    Writings,    Speeches 

and  Poems.     Crown  8vo.,  25.  6d. 
The    Life    and    Letters    of    Lord 

Macaulay.    By  Sir  G.  O.  Trevelyan, 

Bart.     Crown  8vo.,  25.  6d. 
The  Works. 
'Albany'   Edition.       With   12   Portraits. 

12  vols.  Large  Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Vols.    I. -VI.      History   of   England, 

from  the  Accession  of  J ames  the 

Second. 
Vols.  VII. -X.  Essays  and  Biographies. 
Vols.    XI.-XII.      Speeches,    Lays    of 

Ancient  Rome,  etc.,  and  Index. 


Cabinet  Edition.        16   vols.      Post   8vo., 

£4  165. 
History   of    England    from  the 
Accession  of  James  the  Second. 
Popular  Edition.     2  vols.     Cr.  8vo.,  55. 
Student's  Edition.    2  vols.  Cr.  8vo.,  12s. 
People's  Edition.    4  vols.    Cr.  8vo.,  16s. 
'  Albany' Edition.     With  6  Portraits.     6 

vols.  Large  Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d.  each. 
Cabinet  Edition.  8  vols.  Post  8vo.,  485. 
'  Edinburgh  '  Edition.     4  vols.     8vo.,  65. 

each. 
Library  Edition.     5  vols.     8vo.,  £^. 
Critical  and  Historical  Essays, 
with  Lays  of  Ancient  Rome,  etc.,  in  1 
volume. 

Popular  Edition.     Crown  8vo.,  2s.  6d. 
'  Silver  Library  '  Edition.     With  Portrait 

and  4  Illustrations  to  the  '  Lays  '.     Cr. 

8vo.,  3s.  6d. 
Critical  and  Historical  Essays. 

Student's  Edition.    1  vol.    Cr.  8vo.,  6s, 
'  Trevelyan  '  Edition.    2  vols.    Cr.  8vo.,  95. 
Cabinet  Edition.    4  vols.  Post  8vo.,  245. 
'  Edinburgh  '  Edition.     3  vols.     8vo.,  6s. 

each. 
Library  Edition.     3  vols.     8vo.,  36s. 


sewed,  6d.  each  ;  cloth,  is.  each. 

Frederick  the  Great. 
Ranke  and  Gladstone. 


Addison  and  Walpole. 
Croker's  Boswell's  Johnson. 
Hallam's        Constitutional 

History. 
Warren  Hastings. 
The  Earl  of  Chatham  (Two 

Essays). 


Lord  Bacon. 

Lord  Clive 

Lord     Byron,     and      The 

Comic      Dramatists    of 

the   Restoration. 


Miscellaneous        Writings, 
Speeches  and  Poems. 
Popular  Edition.     Crown  8vo.,  2s.  6d. 
Cabinet  Edition.    4  volo.     Post  8vo.,  24s. 

Selections  from  the  Writings  of 
Lord  Macaulay.  Edited,  with  Occa- 
sional Notes,  by  the  Right  Hon.  Sir  G.  O. 
Trevelyan,  Bart.     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

Mackinnon  (James,  Ph.D.). 

The  History  of  Edward  the 
Third.     8vo.,  18s. 

The  Growth  and  Decline  of  the 
French  Monarchy.     8vo.,  21s.  net. 

Mallet. — Mallet  du  Pan  and  the 
French  Revolution.  By  Bernard 
Mallet.  With  Photogravure  Portrait. 
8vo.,  12s.  6d.  net. 

M  ay . — The  Cons  ti  tut  ion  a  l  His- 
tory of  England  since  the  Accession 
of  George  III.  1760-1870.  By  Sir  Thomas 
Erskine  May,  K.C.B.  (Lord  Farnborough). 
3  vols.    Cr.  8vo.,  18s. 

Merivale  (Charles,  D.D.). 

History  of  the  Romans  under  the 
Empire.  8  vols.  Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d.  each. 

The  Fall  of  the  Roman  Republic: 
a  Short  History  of  the  Last  Century  of  the 
Commonwealth.     i2mo.,  7s.  6d. 

General  History  of  Rome,  from 
the  Foundation  of  the  City  to  the  Fall  of 
Augustulus,  b.c.  753-A.D.  476.  With  5 
Maps.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

Montague.  —  The  Elements  of 
English  Constitutional  History.  By 
F.  C.  Montague,  M.A.    Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

Moran. — The  Theory  and  Prac- 
tice of  the  English  Government.  By 
Thomas  Francis  Moran,  Ph.D.,  Professor 
of  History  and  Economics  in  "Purdue  Uni- 
versity, U.S.     Crown  8vo.,  5s.  net. 

Pears. —  The  Destruction  of  the 
Greek  Empire  and  the  Story  of  the 
Capture  of  Constantinople  by  the 
Turks.  By  Edwin  Pears,  LL.B.  With 
3  Maps  and  4  Illustrations.     8vo.,  18s.  net. 
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Powell     and     Trevelyan.  —  The 

Peasants'  Rising  and  the  Lollards: 
a  Collection  of  Unpublished  Documents. 
Edited  by  Edgar  Powell  and  G.  M. 
Trevelyan.     8vo.,  65.  net. 

Rankin  (Reginald). 

The  Marquis  d'Argenson;    and 

Richard  the  Second.   8vo.,  105.  6d.  net. 

A    Subaltern's   Letters   to  His 

Wife.     (The  Boer  War.)      Crown  8vo., 

3s.  6d. 

Ransome. — J  he  Rise  of  Consti- 
tutional Government  in  England. 
By  Cyril  Ransome,  M.A.    Crown  8vo.,  65. 

Rowe. —  The  United  States  and 
Porto  Rico.  With  Special  Reference  to 
the  Problems  arising  out  of  our  Contact 
with  the  Spanish-American  Civilization.  By 
Leo  S.  Rowe,  Ph.D.,  Member  of  the  Com- 
mission to  Revise  and  Compile  the  Laws  of 
Porto  Rico  (1900-1901),  Chairman  of  the 
Porto  Rican  Commission  (1901-1902).  Crown 
8vo.,  55.  net. 

Seebohm  (Frederic,  LL.D.,  F.S.A.). 
The  English  Village  Community. 

With  13  Maps  and  Plates.     8vo.,  165. 
Tribal    Custom  in   Anglo-Saxon 

Law;  being  an   Essay  supplemental  to 

(1)  '  The   English   Village   Community,' 

(2)  '  The    Tribal    System     in    Wales '. 
8vo.,  165. 

Smith. — Carthage  and  the  Carth- 
aginians. By  R.  Bosworth  Smith,  M.A. 
With  Maps,  Plans,  etc.     Cr.  8vo.,  35.  6d. 

Stephens.  —  A  History  of  the 
French  Revolution.  By  H.  Morse 
Stephens.   8vo.   Vols.  I.  and  II.    18s.  each. 

Stubbs. — History  of  the  Univer- 
sity of  Dublin.  By  J.  W.  Stubbs.  8vo., 
125.  6d. 

Stubbs    (William     D.D.,     formerly 

Bishop  of  Oxford). 

Historical      Introductions      to 

the  '  Rolls  Series  '.  8vo.,  125.  6d.  net. 

Lectures  on  European  History, 

1519-1648.      8vo.,   125.  6d.  net. 

Sutherland. — The  History  of  Aus- 
tralia and  New  Zealand,  from  1606- 
1900.  By  Alexander  Sutherland,  M.A. 
and  George  Sutherland,  M.A.  Crown 
8vo.,  25.  6d. 

Taylor. — A  Student's  Manual  of 
the  History  of  India.  By  Colonel  Mea- 
dows Taylor,  C.S.I.     Cr.  8vo.,  75.  6d. 


Thomson. — China  a nd  the  To  wers  : 

a  Narrative  of  the  Outbreak  of  1900.  By 
H.  C.  Thomson.  With  2  Maps  and  29 
Illustrations.      8vo.,   105.  6d.    net. 

Todd. — Parliamentary  Govern- 
ment in  the  British  Colonies.  By 
Alpheus  Todd,  LL.D.     8vo.,  305.  net. 

Trevelyan. — The  American  Revo- 
lution.    By  Sir  G.   O.  Trevelyan,  Bart. 
Part  I.,  8vo.,  135.  6d.  net.     Part  II.,  2  vols.| 
8vo.,  215.  net. 

Cheap  Edition.    Vols.  1,  2,  3.     Crown  8vo., 
55.  net  each. 

Trevelyan. — England  in  the  Age 
of  Wycliffe.  By  George  Macaulay 
Trevelyan.     8vo.,  155. 

Turner. — A  History  of  the  Colony 
of  Victoria  from  its  Discovery  to  its 
Absorption  into  the  Commonwealth  of 
Australia.  By  Henry  Gyles  Turner. 
With  Map  and  Plan.     2  Vols.     8vo.,  215. 

Wakeman  and  Hassall. — Essays 

Introductory  to  the  Study  of  English 
Constitutional  History.  Edited  by 
Henry  Offley  Wakeman,  M.A.,  and 
Arthur  Hassall,  M.A.     Crown  8vo.,  65. 

Walpole  (Sir  Spencer,  K.C.B.). 
History  of  England  from  the 
Conclusion  of  the  Great  War  in  18 15 
to  1858.  6  vols.  Crown  8vo.,  65.  each. 
The  History  of  Twenty-Five 
Years  (1856-1881).  Vols.  I.  and  II., 
1856-1870.     8vo.,  245.  net. 

Willoughby. — Political  Theories 
of  the  Ancient  World.  By  Westel 
W.  Willoughby,  Ph.D.   Cr.  8vo.,  65.  net. 

Willson. — Ledger  and  Sword;  or, 

The  Honourable  Company  of  Merchants  of 
England  Trading  to  the  East  Indies  (1599- 
1874).  By  Beckles  Willson.  With 
numerous  Portraits  and  Illustrations.  2 
vols.     8vo.,  215.  net. 

Wylie  (James  Hamilton,  M.A.). 
History  of  England  under 
Henry  IV.  4  vols.  Crown  8vo.  Vol. 
I.,  1399-1404,  105.  6d.  Vol.  II.,  1405- 
1406,  155.  (out  of  print).  Vol.  III.,  1407- 
1411,  155.     Vol.  IV.,  1411-1413,  215. 

The  Council  of  Constance  to  the 
Dea  th  of  John  Hus.    Cr.  8vo.,  65.  net. 

Yardley. — With  the  Lnniskilling. 

Dragoons  :  the  Record  of  a  Cavalry  Regi- 
ment during  the  Boer  War,  1899-1902.  By' 
Lieut. -Colonel  J.  Watkins  Yardley.  With 
Map  and  numerous  Illustrations.  8vo., 
165.   net. 
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Anstruther    Thomson.  —  Eighty 

Years'  Reminiscences.  By  Colonel  J. 
Anstruther  Thomson.  With  29  Por- 
traits and  other  Illustrations.  2  vols.  8vo., 
215.  net. 

Bacon. — The  Letters  and  Life  of 
Francis  Bacon,  including  all  his  Oc- 
casional Works.  Edited  by  James  Sped- 
ding.     7  vols.     8vo.,  £^  4s. 

Bagehot. — Biographical  Studies. 
By  Walter  Bagehot.     Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

Bain. — Autobiography.  By  Alex- 
ander Bain,  LL.D.  With  4  Portraits. 
8vo.,   14s.  net. 

Beardsley. — The  Last  Letters  of 
A  ubrey  Beardsley.  Edited  by  the  Rev. 
John  Gray,  Priest  of  the  Archdiocese  of 
St.  Andrews  and  Edinburgh.  Crown  8vo., 
55.  net. 

Bowen. — Edward  Bowen  :  a  Me- 
moir. By  the  Rev.  the  Hon.  W.  E.  Bowen. 
With  Appendices,  3  Photogravure  Portraits 
and  2  other  Illustrations.    8vo.,  12s.  6d.  net. 

Carlyle. — Thomas  Carlyle:  A  His- 
tory of  his  Life.  By  James  Anthony 
Froude. 

1795-1835.     2  vols.     Crown  8vo.,  75. 
1834-1881.     2  vols.     Crown  8vo.,  ys. 

Colville.  —  Duchess  Sarah  :  being 
the  Social  History  of  the  Times  of  Sarah 
Jennings,  Duchess  of  Marlborough.  Com- 
piled and  arranged  by  one  of  her  descend- 
ants (Mrs.  Arthur  Colville).  With 
10  Photogravure  Plates  and  2  other  Illus- 
trations.     8vo.,  18s.  net. 

Creighton. — Life  and  Letters  of 
Mandell  Creighton,  D.D.  Oxon.  and 
Camb.,  sometime  Bishop  of  London.  By 
His  Wife.  With  8  Portraits  and  3  other 
Illustrations.     2  vols.     8vo.,  285.  net. 

Crozier. — My  Inner  Life  :  being  a 
Chapter  in  Personal  Evolution  and  Auto- 
biography. By  John  Beattie  Crozier, 
LL.D.     8vo.,  145. 

Dante. — The  Life  and  Works  of 
Dante  Allighieri  :  being  an  Introduction 
to  the  Study  of  the  '  Divina  Commedia '. 
By  the  Rev.  J.  F.  Hogan,  D.D.  With 
Portrait.     8vo.,  12s.  6d. 

Danton. — Life  of  Danton.     By  A. 

H.  Beesly.     With  Portraits.     Cr.  8vo.,  65. 

Davenport- Hill. — Memoir  of  Rosa- 
mond Davenport-Hill.  By  Ethel  E. 
Metcalfe.  With  4  Portraits.  Crown  8vo., 
2S.  6d.  net. 


De  Vere. — Aubrey  De  Vere  :  a 
Memoir  based  on  his  unpublished  Diaries 
and  Correspondence.  By  Wilfrid  Ward. 
With  2  Portraits  and  2  other  Illustrations. 
8vo.,  145.  net. 

Erasmus. 

Life  and  Letters   of  Erasmus. 
By  James   Anthony  Froude.      Crown 
8vo.,  3s.  6d. 
The    Epistles    of   Erasmus,    ar- 
ranged   in    Order    of    Time.        English 
Translations  from  the  Early  Correspond- 
ence, with  a  Commentary  confirming  the 
Chronological  arrangement  and  supplying 
further  Biographical  matter.    By  Francis 
Morgan  Nichols.    2  vols.    8vo.,  18s.  net 
each. 
Faraday. — Ear  ad  ay     as      a      Dis- 
coverer.     By   John    Tyndall.      Crown 
8vo.,  35.  6d. 
Fenelon  :     his      Friends     and     his 
Enemies,   1651-1715.     By  E.   K.  Sanders. 
With  Portrait.     8vo.,  10s.  6d. 

Fox. —  The  Early  History  of 
Charles  James  Fox.  By  the  Right  Hon. 
Sir  G.  O.  Trevelyan,  Bart.    Cr.  8vo.,  35. 6d. 

Froude. — My  Relations  with  Car- 
lyle. By  James  Anthony  Froude. 
Together  with  a  Letter  from  the  late  Sir 
James  Stephen,  Bart.,  K.C.S.I.,  dated 
December,   1886.       8vo.,   25.  net. 

Grey.  —  Memoir  of  Sir  George 
Grey,  Bart.,  G.C.B.,  1799-1882.  By 
Mandell  Creighton,  D.D.,  late  Lord 
Bishop  of  London.  With  3  Portraits. 
Crown  8vo.,  65.  net. 

Hamilton. — Life  of  Sir  William 
Hamilton.  By  R.  P.  Graves.  8vo.  3  vols. 
15s.  each.     Addendum.     8vo.,  6d.  sewed. 

Harrow   School   Register  (The), 

1801-1900.      Edited  by  M.   G.    Dauglish. 
8vo.      105.  net. 
Havelock. — Memoirs  of  Sir  Henry 
Havelock,     K.C.B.       By     John     Clark 
Marshman.     Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d. 

Haweis. — My  Musical  Life.  By  the 
Rev.H.R.HAWEis.  With  Portrait  of  Richard 
Wagner  and  3  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo.,  65.  net. 

Higgins. — The  Bernards  ofAbing- 
ton  and  Nether  Winchendon:  A  Family 
History.  By  Mrs.  Napier  Higgins.  4 
Vols.  Vols.  1  and  2,  8vo.,  215.  net;  Vols. 
3  and  4,  8vo.,  215.  net. 

Hiley.  —  Memories  of  Half  a 
Century.  By  Richard  W.  Hiley,  D.D., 
Vicar  of  Wighill,  near  Tadcaster,  Yorks. 
8vo.,  155. 
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Jackson. — Stonewall  /ackson  and 
the  American  Civil  War.  By  Lieut. -Col. 
G.  F.  R.  Henderson.  With  2  Portraits  and 
33  Maps  and  Plans.  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo.,  i6«.  net. 

Kielmansegge. — Diary  of  a  Jour- 
ney to  England  in  the  Years  1761- 
1762.  By  Count  Frederick  Kielman- 
segge. With  4  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo. 
55.  net. 

Luther.  —  Life    of    Luther.       By 

Julius  Kostlin.  With  62  Illustrations 
and  4  Facsimilies  of  MSS.     Cr.  8vo.,  35.  6d. 

Lyall. — The  Life  of  Edna  Lyall. 
(Ada  Ellen  Bayly.)  By  J.  M.  Escreet. 
With  2  Portraits.     Crown  8vo.,  55.  net. 

Macaulay. — The  Life  and  Letters 
of  Lord  Macaulay.  By  the  Right  Hon. 
Sir  G.  O.  Trevelyan,  Bart. 

Popular  Edition.     1  vol.    Cr.  8vo.,  2s.  bd. 

Student's  Edition      1  vol.     Cr.  8vo.,  65. 

Cabinet  Edition.     2  vols.     Post  8vo.,  125. 

'  Edinburgh'' Edition.  2 vols.  8vo. ,6s. each. 

Library  Edition.     2  vols.     8vo.,  36s. 

Marbot.  —  The  Memoirs  of  the 
Baron  de  Marbot.     2  vols.     Cr.  8vo.,  7s. 

Max  Muller  (F.) 

The  Life  and  Letters  of  the 
Right  Hon.  Friedrich  Max  Muller. 
Edited  by  his  Wife.  With  Photogravure 
Portraits  and  other  Illustrations.  2  vols., 
8vo.,  32s.  net. 

My  Autobiography  :  a  Fragment. 
With  6  Portraits.     8vo.,  125.  6d. 

Auld  Lang  Syne.     Second  Series. 

8vo.,  ios.  6d. 
Chips  from  a  German  Workshop. 

Vol.  II.   Biographical  Essays.  Cr.  8vo.,5$. 

Morris.  —  The  Life  of  William 
Morris.  By  J.  W.  Mackail.  With  2  Por- 
traits and  8  other  Illustrations  by  E.  H.  New, 
etc.     2  vols.     Large  Crown  8vo.,  105.  net. 

On  the  Banks  of  the  Seine.     By 

A.  M.  F.,  Author  of  'Foreign  Courts  and 
Foreign  Homes'.     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

Paget. — Memoirs  and  Letters  of 
Sir  James  Paget.  #  Edited  by  Stephen 
Paget,  one  of  his  sons.  With  Portrait. 
8vo.,  65.  net. 

Ramakr/sh/ia  :     His     Life     and 

Sayings.  By  the  Right  Hon.  F.  Max 
Muller.     Crown  8vo.,  55. 

Rochester,    and    other    Literary 

Rakes  of  the  Court  of  Charles  II.,  with 
some  Account  of  their  Surroundings.     By 

the  Author  of  '  The  Life  of  Sir  Kenelm 
Digby,'  The  Life  of  a  Prig,'  etc.  With  15 
Portraits.     8vo.,  165. 


Romanes. — The  Life  and  Letters 
of  George  John  Romanes,  M.A.,  LL.D.,  ' 
F.R.S.     Written  and  Edited  by  his  Wife. 
With  Portrait  and  2  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo., 
5s.  net. 

RuSSell. SlVALLOlVFIELD     AND     ITS 

Owners.  By  Constance  Lady  Russell, 
of  Swallowfield  Park.  With  15  Photogravure 
Portraits  and  36  other  Illustrations.  4to., 
gilt  edges,  425.  net. 

Seebohm. —  TheOxford  Reformers 
— John  Colet,  Erasmus,  and  Thomas 
More  :  a  History  of  their  Fellow-Work. 
By  Frederic  Seebohm.     8vo.,  145. 

Shakespeare.  —  Outlines  of  the 
Life  of  Shakespeare.  By  J.  0.  Halli- 
well-Phillipps.  With  Illustrations  and 
Facsimiles.     2  vols.     Royal  8vo.,  215. 

Tales  of  my  Father.— By  A.  M.  F. 

Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

Tallentyre. —  The    Women  of   the. 

Salons,  and  other  French  Portraits.  By 
S.  G.  Tallentyre.  With  n  Photogravure 
Portraits.     8vo.,  10s.  6d.  net. 

Verney. — Memoirs  of  the  Verne y 
Family  during  the  Seventeenth  Cen- 
tury. Compiled  from  the  Papers  and 
Illustrated  by  the  Portraits  at  Claydon 
House,  Bucks.  By  Frances  Parthenope 
Verney  and  Margaret  M.  Verney. 
Abridged  and  Cheaper  Edition.  With  24 
Portraits.     2  vols.     Crown  8vo.,  125.  net. 

Victoria,    Queen,    1819-1901.      By 

Richard  R.  Holmes,  M.V.O.,  F.S.A. 
With  Photogravure  Portrait.  Crown  8vo., 
gilt  top,  5s.  net. 

Wellington. — Life  of  the  Duke 
of  Wellington.  By  the  Rev.  G.  R. 
Gleig,  M.A.     Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

Wilkins  (W.  H.). 

A  Queen  of  Tears  :  Caroline 
Matilda,  Queen  of  Denmark  and  Norway, 
and  Princess  of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland. 
With  2  Portraits  and  47  other  Illustra- 
tions.    2  vols.     8vo.,  365. 

The  Love  of  an  Uncrowned 
Queen:  Sophie  Dorothea,  Consort  of 
George  I.,  and  her  Correspondence  with 
Philip  Christopher,  Count  Konigsmarck. 
With  24  Portraits  and  other  Illustrations. 
8vo.,  12s.  6d.  net. 

Caroline  the  Illustrious,  Queen- 
Consort  of  George  II.,  and  sometime 
Queen  Regent :  a  Study  of  Her  Life  and 
Time.  With  42  Portraits  and  other 
Illustrations.     8vo..  125.  6d.  net. 
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Arnold. — Seas  and  Lands.  By  Sir 
Edwin  'Arnold.  With  71  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo. ,  35.  6d. 

Baker  (Sir  S.  W.). 
Eight  Years  in  Ceylon.     With  6 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d. 
The    Rifle  and    the   Hound   in 
Ceylon.    With  6  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo.,  35.  6d. 

Ball  (John). 
The  Alpine  Guide.    Reconstructed 
and  Revised  on  behalf  of  the  Alpine  Club, 
by  W.  A.  B.  Coolidge. 
Vol.  I.,  The  Western  Alps  :  the  Alpine 
Region,   South    of  the   Rhone    Valley, 
from  the  Col  de  Tenda  to  the  Simplon 
Pass.     With  9  New  and  Revised  Maps. 
Crown  8vo.,  125.  net. 
Hints  and  Notes,  Practical  and 
Scientific,   for    Travellers   in   the 
Alps:    being  a  Revision  of  the  General 
Introduction     to     the    '  Alpine    Guide  '. 
Crown    8vo.,    3s.    net. 

Bent. —  The  Ruined  Cities  of  Ma- 
shonaland  :  being  a  Record  of  Excavation 
and  Exploration  in  i8gi.  By  J.  Theodore 
Bent.  With  117  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo.,  35.  6d. 

Brassey  (The  Late  Lady). 

A    Vo \  'A GE  IN  THE  '  SUNBEA M  '  /     OUR 

Home    on    the    Ocean   for    Eleven 

Months. 

Cabinet  Edition.    With  Map  and  66  Illus- 
trations.    Cr.  8vo.,  gilt  edges,  75.  6d. 

'  Silver  Library  '  Edition.    With  66  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

Popular  Edition.     With  60  Illustrations. 
4to.,  6d.  sewed,  is.  cloth. 

School  Edition.      With    37   Illustrations. 

Fcp.,  2s.  cloth,  or  3s.  white  parchment. 

Sunshine  and  Storm  in  the  East. 

Popular  Edition.     With  103  Illustrations. 
4to.,  6d.  sewed,    15.   cloth. 
In  the  Trades,  the  Tropics,  and  j 

the  '  Roaring  Forties  '. 

Cabinet  Edition.    With  Map  and  220  Illus- 
trations.    Cr.  8vo.,  gilt  edges,  js.  6d. 

Cockerell. — Travels  in  Southern 
Europe  and  the  Levant,  1810-1817.  By 
C.  R.  Cockerell,  Architect,  R.A.  Edited 
by  his  Son,  Samuel  Pepys  Cockerell. 
With  Portrait.     8vo.,  10s.  6d.  net. 

Fountain  (Paul). 
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A  Ramble  in  British  Columbia.  By  J.  A. 
Lees  and  W.  J.  Clutterbuck.  With  Map 
and  75  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d. 
Lynch. — Armenia  :  Travels  and 
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With  10  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  55. 

THE  SALMON.  By  the  Hon.  A.  E. 
Gathorne-Hardy.  With  Chapters  on  the 
Law  of  Salmon  Fishing  by  Claud  Douglas 
Pennant;  Cookery,  by  Alexander  Innes 
Shand.     With  8  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo.,  55. 

THE  TROUT.  By  the  Marquess 
of  Granby.  With  Chapters  on  the  Breed- 
ing of  Trout  by  Col.  H.  Custance  ;  and 
Cookery,  by  Alexander  Innes  Shand. 
With  12  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  55. 

PIKE  AND  PERCH.  By  William 
Senior  ('  Redspinner,'  Editor  of  the 
'  Field  ').  With  Chapters  by  John  Bicker- 
dyke  and  W.  H.  Pope;  Cookery,  by 
Alexander  Innes  Shand.  With  12  Il- 
lustrations.    Crown  8vo.,  5s. 


Anstruther     Thomson.  —  Eighty 

Years'  Reminiscences.  By  Colonel  J. 
Anstruther  Thomson.  With  29  Por- 
traits and  other  Illustrations.  2  vols.  8vo., 
21s.  net. 

Bickerdyke. — Days  of  My  Life  on 
Water,  Fresh  and  Salt;  and  other 
Papers.  By  John  Bickerdyke.  With 
Photo-etching  Frontispiece  and  8  Full-page 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  35.  bd. 

Ellis. —  Chess  Sparks  ;  or,  Short  and 
Bright  Games  of  Chess.  Collected  and 
Arranged  by  J.  H.  Ellis,  M.  A.    8vo.,  4s.  6d. 

Blackburne.  —  Mr.    Blackburne  s 

Games  at  Chess.  Selected,  Annotated 
and  Arranged  by  Himself.  Edited,  with  a 
Biographical  Sketch  and  a  brief  History  of 
Blindfold  Chess,  by  P.  Anderson  Graham. 
With  Portrait  of  Mr.  Blackburne.  8vo., 
75.  6d.  net. 


Ford. — The  Theory  and  Practice 
of  Archery.  By  Horace  Ford.  New 
Edition,  thoroughly  Revised  and  Re-written 
by  W.  Butt,  M.A.  With  a  Preface  by  C. 
J.  Longman,  M.A.     8vo.,  145. 

Fremantle.  —  The    Book    of    the 

Rifle.  By  the  Hon.  T.  F.  Fremantle, 
V.D.,  Major,  1st  Bucks  V.R.C.  With  54 
Plates  and  107  Diagrams  in  the  Text.  8vo., 
125.  6d.  net. 


Gathorne-  Hardy.  —  Autumns    in 

Argyleshire  with  Rod  and  Gun.  By 
the  Hon.  A.  E.  Gathorne-Hardy.  With 
8  Illustrations  by  Archibald  Thorburn. 
8vo.,  65.  net. 

Graham. —  Country  Pastimes  tor 
Boys.  By  P.  Anderson  Graham.  With 
252  Illustrations  from  Drawings  and 
Photographs.       Cr.  8vo.,  gilt  edges,  35.  net. 
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Hutchinson. —  The  Book  of  Golf 
and  Golfers.  By  Horace  G.  Hutchin- 
son. With  71  Portraits  from  Photographs. 
Large  crown  8vo.,  gilt  top,, 7s.  6d.  net. 


Lang. — Angling  Sketches.  By 
Andrew  Lang.  With  20  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d. 


Lillie. — Croquet  up  to  Da  te.  Con- 
taining the  Ideas  and  Teachings  of  the 
Leading  Players  and  Champions.  By  Ar- 
thur Lillie.  With  19  Illustrations  (15 
Portraits),  and  numerous  Diagrams.  8vo., 
105.  6d.  net. 


Longman. — Chess  Openings.      By 
Frederick  W.  Longman.  Fcp.  8vo.,  25.  6d. 


Mackenzie. — Notes  for  Hunting 
Men.  By  Captain  Cortlandt  Gordon 
Mackenzie.     Crown  8vo.,  25.  6d.  net. 


Madden. — The  Diary  of  Master 
William  Silence  :  a  Study  of  Shakespeare 
and  of  Elizabethan  Sport.  By  the  Right 
Hon.  D.  H.  Madden,  Vice-Chancellor  of  the 
University  of  Dublin.     8vo.,  gilt  top,  16s. 


Maskelyne. — Sharps  and  Flats  :  a 
Complete  Revelation  of  the  Secrets  ol 
Cheating  at  Games  of  Chance  and  Skill.  By 
John  Nevil  Maskelyne,  of  the  Egyptian 
Hall.  With  62  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo.,  6s. 


Millais.  —  The  Wild-Fowler  in 
Scotland.  By  J.  G.  Millais,  F.Z.S.  With 
a  Frontispiece  in  Photogravure  by  Sir  J.  E. 
Millais,  Bart.,  P.R.A.,  8  Photogravure 
Plates,  2  Coloured  Plates  and  50  Illustra- 
tions from  the  Author's  Drawings  and  from 
Photographs.    Royal  4*0.,  gilt  top,  30s.  net. 


Modern  Bridge.— By  '  Slam '.  With 

a  Reprint  of  the  Laws  of  Bridge,  as  adopted 
by  the  Portland  and  Turf  Clubs.  i8mo., 
gilt  edges,  3s.  6d.  net. 


Park. — The  Game  of  Golf.  By 
William  Park,  Jun.,  Champion  Golfer, 
1887-89.  With  17  Plates  and  26  Illustra- 
tions in  the  Text.     Crown  8vo.,  js.  6d. 


Payne-Gallwey  (Sir  Ralph,  Bart.). 

The    Cross-Bow  :    Mediaeval    an 
Modern  ;     Military    and    Sporting  ;    i 
Construction,  History  and  Management, 
with  a  Treatise  on  the  Balista  and  Cata- 
pult of  the  Ancients.     With  220  Illustra- 
tions.    Royal  4to.,  £$  35.  net. 


Letters  to  Young  Shooters  (First 
Series).  On  the  Choice  and  use  of  a  Gun. 
With  41  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo.,  js.  6d. 

Letters  to  Young  SHOOTERs(Second 
Series).  On  the  Production,  Preservation, 
and  Killing  of  Game.  With  Directions 
in  Shooting  Wood- Pigeons  and  Breaking- 
in  Retrievers.  With  Portrait  and  103 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  125.  6d. 

Letters  to  Young  Shooters. 
(Third  Series.)  Comprising  a  Short 
Natural  History  of  the  Wildfowl  that 
are  Rare  or  Common  to  the  British 
Islands,  with  complete  directions  in 
Shooting   Wildfowl   on   the    Coast    and 


Inland.     With  200  Illustrations. 
8vo.,  iSs. 


Crown 


Proctor. — How  to  Play  Whist: 
with  the  Laws  and  Etiquette  of 
Whist.  By  Richard  A.  Proctor.  Crown 
8vo.,  gilt  edges,  35.  net. 

Ronalds. — The  Fly-Fisher's  Ento- 
mology. By  Alfred  Ronalds.  With  20 
coloured  Plates.    8vo.,  145. 


Somerville. — Slipper's  A  B  C  of 
Fox-hunting.  By  E.  CE.  Somerville, 
M.F.H.,  Joint  Author  of  '  Some  Experiences 
of  an  Irish  R.M.,'  etc.  With  Illustrations 
in  Colour  by  the  Author.  4to.,  boards, 
105.  6d.  net. 


Thomas-Stanford.  —  A  River  of 
Norway:  being  the  Notes  and  Reflections 
of  an  Angler.  By  Charles  Thomas- 
Stanford.  With  10  Photogravure  Plates, 
1  Map  and  1  Plan.     8vo.,  95.  net. 


Thompson,  Cannanand  Doneraile. 

— Combined  Hand  -  in  -  Hand  Figure 
Skating.  By  Norcliffe  G.  Thompson, 
F.  Laura  Cannan  and  Viscount  Done- 
raile, Members  of  the  Skating  Club. 
i6mo.,  2S.  6d.  net. 
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Abbott. — The  Elements  of  Logic. 
By  T.  K.  Abbott,  B.D.     i2mo.,  35. 

Aristotle. 

The  Ethics:  Greek  Text,  Illustrated 
with  Essay  and  Notes.  By  Sir  Alexan- 
der Grant,  Bart.     2  vols.     8vo.,  325. 

An  Introduction  to  Aristotle's 
Ethics.  Books  I. -IV.  (Book  X.  c.vi.-ix. 
in  an  Appendix).  With  a  continuous 
Analysis  and  Notes.  By  the  Rev.  E. 
Moore,  D.D.     Crown  8vo.,  10s.  6d. 

Bacon  (Francis). 

Complete  Works.  Edited  by  R.  L. 
Ellis,  James  Spedding  and  D.  D. 
Heath.     7  vols.     8vo.,  ^3  13s.  6d. 

Letters  and  Life,  including  all  his 
occasional  Works.  Edited  by  James 
Spedding.     7  vols.     8vo.,  £4  45. 

The  Essays:  with  Annotations.  By 
Richard  Whately,  D.D.     8vo.,  105.  6d. 

The  Essays:  with  Notes.  By  F. 
Storr  and  C.  H.  Gibson.    Cr.  8vo.,  35.  6d. 

The  Essays:  with  Introduction, 
Notes,  and  Index.  By  E.  A.  Abbott,  D.D. 
2  Vols.  Fcp.  8vo.,6s.  The  Text  and  Index 
only,  without  Introduction  and  Notes,  in 
One  Volume.     Fcp.  8vo.,  25.  bd. 

Bain  (Alexander). 

Mental  and  Moral  Science  :  a 
Compendium  of  Psychology  and  Ethics. 
Crown  8vo.,  10s.  6d. 

Or  separately, 
Part  I.  Psychology   and   History   of 

Philosophy.     Crown  8vo.,  65.  6d. 
Part  II.  Theory ofEthics  and  Ethical 
Systems.     Crown  8vo.,  4s.  6d. 

Logic.  Part  I.  Deduction.  Cr.  8vo., 
4s.    Part  II.  Induction.    Cr.  8vo.,  65.  6d. 

The  Senses  and  the  Intellect. 
8vo.,  155. 

The  Emotions  and  the  Will 
8vo.,  155. 

Pra  c  tic  a  l  Ess  a  ys.    C  r.  8  vo . ,  2s . 

Dissertations  on  Leading  Philo- 
sophical Topics.     8vo.,  ys.  6d.  net. 


Brooks. — The  Elements  of  Mind  : 
being  an  Examination  into  the  Nature  of 
the  First  Division  of  the  Elementary  Sub- 
stances of  Life.  By  H.  Jamyn  Brooks. 
8vo.,  105.  6d.  net. 


Brough. — The  Study  of  Mental 
Science:  Five  Lectures  on  the  Uses  and 
Characteristics  of  Logic  and  Psychology. 
By  J.  Brough,  LL.D.     Crown  8vo,  25.  net. 


Crozier  (John  Beattie). 

Civilisation  and  Progress  :  being 
the  Outlines  of  a  New  System  of  Political, 
Religious  and  Social  Philosophy.  8vo.,i4S. 

History  of  Intellectual  De- 
velopment :  on  the  Lines  of  Modern 
Evolution. 

Vol.  I.     8vo.,  145. 

Vol.  II.     (In  preparation.) 

Vol.  III.     8vo.,  10s.  6d. 


Fite. — An  Introductory  Study  of 
Ethics.  By  Warner  Fite.  Cr.  8vo.,  6s.  6d. 

Green  (Thomas  Hill). — The  Works 
of.     Edited  by  R.  L.  Nettleship. 

Vols.  I.  and  II.  Philosophical  Works.  8vo. 
16s.  each. 

Vol.  III.  Miscellanies.  With  Index  to  the 
three  Volumes,  and  Memoir.     8vo.,  215. 

Lectures  on  the  Principles  of 
Political  Obligation.  With  Preface 
by  Bernard  Bosanquet.     8vo.,  55. 


Gurnhill. —  The  Morals  of  Suicide. 

By  the  Rev.  J.  Gurnhill.  B.A.  Vol.  I., 
Crown  8vo.,  5s.  net.  Vol.  II.,  Crown  8vo., 
55.  net. 


Hibbert. — Life   and   Energy:    an 

Attempt  at  a  new  Definition  of  Life  ;  with 
applications  to  Morals  and  Religion.  A 
revised  account  of  four  addresses  given  at 
the  Polytechnic  Institute,  Regent  Street, 
London,  by  Walter  Hibbert,  F.I.C., 
A.M,I.E,E,     Crown  8vo.,  25.  6d.  net, 
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Hodgson  (Shadworth  H.). 
Time  and  Space:  A  Metaphysical 

Essay.     8vo.,  165. 
The    Theory    of    Practice  :     an 

Ethical  Inquiry.     2  vols.     8vo.,  245. 
The  Philosophy  of  Reflection. 

2  vols.     8vo.,  2 is. 
The  Metaphysic  of  Experience. 

Book  I.  General  Analysis  of  Experience  ; 

Book    II.    Positive    Science ;    Book    III. 

Ana  ysis  of  Conscious  Action  ;  Book  IV. 

The  Real  Universe.  4  vols.    8vo.,  365.  net. 

Hume. — The  Philosophica l  Wor ks 
of  David  Hume.  Edited  by  T.  H.  Green 
and  T.  H.  Grose.  4  vols.  8vo.,  285.  Or 
separately,  Essays.  2  vols.  14s.  Treatise 
of  Human  Nature.     2  vols.     14s. 

James  (William,  M.D.,  LL.D.). 

The  Will  to  Believe,  and  Other 
Essays  in  Popular  Philosophy.      Crown  j 
8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

The  Varieties  of  Religious  Ex- 
perience :  a  Study  in  Human  Nature. 
Being  the  Gifford  Lectures  on  Natural 
Religion  delivered  at  Edinburgh  in  1901- 
1902.     8vo.,  12s.  net. 

Talks  to  Teachers  on  Psycho- 
logy, and  to  Students  on  some  of 
Life's  Ideals.     Crown  8vo. ,  45.  6d. 

Justinian. —  The  Institutes  of 
Justinian  :  Latin  Text,  chiefly  that  of 
Huschke,  with  English  Introduction,  Trans- 
lation, Notes,  and  Summary.  By  Thomas 
C.  Sandars,  M.A.     8vo.,  185. 

Kant  (Immanuel). 

Critique  of  Practical  Reason, 
and  Other  Works  on  the  Theory  op 
Ethics.  Translated  by  T.  K.  Abbott, 
B.D.     With  Memoir.     8vo.,  125.  6d. 

Fundamental  Principles  of  the 
Metaphysic  of  Ethics.  Translated  by 
T.  K.  Abbott,  B.D.     Crown  8vo,  3s. 

Introduction  to  Logic,  and  his 
Essay  on  the  Mistaken  Subtilty  of 
the  Four  Figures.  Translated  by  T. 
K.  Abbott.     8vo.,  6s 

GO  VERNMENT       OR        HUMA  N 

Evolution.  By  Edmond  Kelly,  M.A., 
F.G.S.  Vol.  I.  Justice.  Crown  8vo.,  ys.  6d. 
net.  Vol.  II.  Collectivism  and  Individualism. 
Crown  8vo.,  105.  6d.  net. 

K  i  1 1  i  C  k. — Ha  ndbook  to  Mil  l  "s 
System  of  Logic.  By  Rev.  A.  H. 
Killick,  M-A.     Crown  8vo.,  35.   6rf. 


Kelly 


Ladd  (George  Trumbull). 

Philosophy  of  Conduct  :  a  Treatise 
of  the  Facts,  Principles  and  Ideals  of 
Ethics.     8vo  ,  215. 

Elements  of  Physiological  Psy 
chology.    8vo.,  2 IS. 

Outlines  of  Descriptive  Psycho- 
logy: a  Text-Book  of  Mental  Science  for 
Colleges  and  Normal  Schools.    8vo.,  12s. 

Outlines  of  Physiological  Psy- 
chology.    8vo.,  125. 

Primer  of  Psychology.  Cr.  8vo., 
5s.  6d. 

Lecky(WiLLiAM  Edward  Hartpole). 

The  Map  of  Life  :  Conduct  and 
Character.     Crown  8vo.,  5s.  net. 

History  of  European  Morals 
from  Augustus  to  Charlemagne.  2 
vols.     Crown  8vo.,  105.  net. 

A    Survey  of  English  Ethics 
being   the    First    Chapter   of  W.   E.   H. 
Lecky's  '  History  of  European  Morals 
Edited,  with  Introduction  and  Notes,  by 
W.  A.  Hirst.     Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

History  of  the  Rise  and  Influ- 
ence of  the  Spirit  of  Rationalism 
in  Europe.     2  vols.    Cr.  8vo.,  105.  net. 

Democracy  and  Liberty. 
Library  Edition.     2  vols.     8vo.,  365. 
Cabinet  Edition.  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo.,  105.  net. 

Lutoslawski. — The  Origin  and 
Growth  of  Plato's  Logic.  With  an 
Account  of  Plato's  Style  and  of  the  Chrono- 
logy of  his  Writings.  By  Wincenty 
Lutoslawski.     8vo.,  215. 

Max  Miiller  (F.). 

The  Six  Systems  of  Indian  Phil- 
osophy.    Crown  8vo.,  75.  6d.  net. 

Three  Lectures  on  the  Vedanta 
Philosophy.     Crown  8vo.,  55. 

Mill  (John  Stuart). 

A  System  of  Logic.   Cr.  8vo.,  35.  6d. 

On  Liberty.     Crown  8vo.,  is.  \d. 

Considerations  on  Representa- 
tive Government.     Crown  8vo.,  25. 

Utilitarianism.     8vo.,  2s.  6d. 

Examination  of  Sir  William 
Hamilton's  Philosophy.    8vo.,  165. 

Nature,  the  Utility  of  Religion, 
and  Theism,     Three  Essays.     8vo.,  55. 
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Monck.  - 

Logic.      By 
M.A. 


An    Introduction    to 
William  Henry  S.  Monck, 
Crown  8vo.,  55. 

Myers. — Human  Personality  and 
its  Survival  of  Bodily  Death.  By 
Frederic  W.  H.  Myers.  2  vols.  8vo., 
425.  net. 

Pierce. — Studies  in  Auditory  and 
Visual  Space  Perception  ;  Essays  on 
Experimental  Psychology.  By  A.  H. 
Pierce.     Crown  8vo.,  6s.  6d.  net. 

Richmond. — The  Mind  of  a  Child. 

By  Ennis  Richmond.    Cr.  8vo.,  35.  6d.  net. 

Romanes. — Mind  and  Motion  and 
Monism.  By  George  John  Romanes, 
Cr.   8vo.,   4s.    6d. 

Russell. — The  First  Conditions  of 
Human  Prosperity.  By  the  Hon.  R. 
Russell.     Crown  8vo.,  25.  6d.  net. 

Sully  (James). 

An  Essay  on  Laughter:  its 
Forms,  its  Cause,  its  Development  and 
its  Value.     8vo.,  125.  6d.  net. 

The  Human  Mind  :  a  Text-book  of 
Psychology.     2  vols.     8vo.,  215. 

Outlines  of  Psychology.  Crown 
8vo.,  gs. 

The  Teacher's  Handbook  Of  Psy- 
chology.    Crown  8vo.,  65.  6d. 

Studies  of  Childhood.  8vo., 
12s.  6d.  net. 

Children's  Ways:  being  Selections 
from  the  Author's  '  Studies  of  Childhood  '. 
With  25  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo.,  4s.  6d. 

Sutherland.  —  The  Origin  and 
Growth  of  the  Moral  Instinct.  By 
Alexander  Sutherland,  M.A.  2  vols. 
8vo.,  28s. 


Swinburne.  —  Picture    Logic  :    an 

Attempt  to  Popularise  the  Science  of 
Reasoning.  By  Alfred  James  Swinburne, 
M.A.    With  23  Woodcuts.     Cr.  8vo.,  2s.  6d. 

Thomas.  —  Intuitive  Suggestion. 
By  J.  W.  Thomas,  Author  of  Spiritual  Law 
in  the  Natural  World,'  etc.  Crown  8vo., 
35.  6d.  net. 

Webb. —  The  Veil  of  Is  is  :  a  Series 
of  Essays  on  Idealism.  By  Thomas  E. 
Webb,  LL.D.,  Q.C.     8vo.,  105.  6d. 

Weber. — History  of  Philosophy. 
By  Alfred  Weber,  Professor  in  the  Uni- 
versity of  Strasburg.  Translated  by  Frank 
Thilly,  Ph.D.     8vo.,  16s. 

Whately  (Archbishop). 

Bacon's  Essays.  With  Annotations. 

8vo.,  ios.  6d. 
Elements  of  Logic.  Cr.  8vo.,  4s.  6d. 
Elements  of  Rhetoric.     Cr.  8vo., 

45.  6d. 

Zeller  (Dr.  Edward). 

The  Stoics,  Epicureans,  aad 
Sceptics.  Translated  by  the  Rev.  0.  J. 
Reichel,  M.A.     Crown  8vo.,  155. 

Outlines  of  the  History-  of 
Greer  Philosophy.  Translated  by 
Sarah  F.  Alleyne  and  Evelyn  Abbott, 
M.A.,  LL.D.     Crown  8vo.,   105.  6d. 

Plato  and  the  Older  Academy. 
Translated  by  Sarah  F.  Alleyne  and 
Alfred  Goodwin,  B.A.    Crown  8vo.,  18s. 

Socrates  and  the  Socratic 
Schools.  Translated  by  the  Rev.  0. 
J.  Reichel,  M.A.     Crown  8vo.,  105.  6d. 

Aristotle  and  the  Earlier  Peri- 
patetics. Translated  by  B.  F.  C.  Cos- 
telloe,  M.A.,  and  J.  H.  Muirhead. 
M.A.     2  vols.     Crown  8vo.,  245. 


STONYHURST  PHILOSOPHICAL   SERIES. 


A  Manual  of  Political  Economy. 
By  C.  S.  Devas,  M.A.     Crown  8vo.,  75.  6d. 

First  Principles    of    Knowledge. 
By  John  Rickaby,  S.J.     Crown  8vo.,  55. 

General   Metaphysics.      By  John 
Rickaby,  S.J.     Crown  8vo.,  5s. 

Logic.     By  Richard  F.  Clarke,  S.J. 
Crown  8vo.,  5s. 


Moral  Philosophy  {Ethics  and 
Natural  Law).  By  Joseph  Rickaby,  S.J. 
Crown  8vo.,  5s. 


Natural  Theology.      By  Bernard 
Boedder,  S.J.     Crown  8vo.,  65.  6d. 

Psychology.      By  Michael  Maher, 
S.J.,  D.Litt.,  M.A.  (Lond.).    Cr.  8vo.,  6s.  6d. 


ao         MESSRS.   LONGMANS  &  CO.'S  STANDARD  AND  GENERAL  WORKS. 


History  and  Science  *of  Language,  &e, 


Davidson.—  Leading  and  Import- 
ant English  Words  :  Explained  and  Ex- 
emplified. By  William  L.  Davidson, 
M.A.     Fcp.  8vo.,  35.  6d. 

Graham.  —  English  Synonyms, 
Classified  and  Explained :  with  Practical 
Exercises.  By  G.  F.  Graham.   Fcp.  8vo.,  65. 

Max  Muller  (F.). 
The  Science  of  Language.    2  vols. 

Crown  8vo.,  105. 
Biographies  of    Words,  and  the 

Home  of  the  Aryas.     Crown  8vo.,  5s. 


Max  Muller  (F.) — continued. 
Chips  from  a  German  Workshop. 
Vol.  III.  Essays  on  Language  and 
Literature.  Crown  8vo.,  55. 
Last  Essays.  First  Series.  Essays 
on  Language,  Folk-lore  and  other  Sub- 
jects.    Crown  8vo.,  55. 

Roget.  —  Thesa urus  of  Engl ish 
Words  and  Phrases.  Classified  and 
Arranged  so  as  to  Facilitate  the  Expression 
of  Ideas  and  assist  in  Literary  Composition. 
By  Peter  Mark  Roget,  M.D.,  F.R.S 
With  full  Index.     Crown  8vo.,  gs.  net. 


Political  Economy,  Economies,  &e. 


Ashley  (W.  J.), 

Surveys,  Historic  and  Economic. 

Crown  8vo.,  95.  net. 
English  Economic  History  and 

Theory.     Crown  8vo.,  Part  I.,  5s.     Part 

II.,  105.  6d. 

The  Progress  of  the  German 
Working  Classes  in  the  lastQ  uarter 
of  a  Century.  With  a  Map,  Diagrams 
and  Charts.     Crown  8vo.,  is.  6d.  net. 

The  Adjustment  of  Wages  :  a 
Study  on  the  Coal  and  Iron  Industries  of 
Great  Britain  and  the  United  States. 
With  4  Maps.      8vo.,   12s.  6d.   net. 

British  Industries  :  a  Series  of 
General  Reviews  for  Business  Men  and 
Students.  By  various  Authors.  Edited  by 
W.  J.  Ashley.      Crown  8vo.,  55.  6d.  net. 

Bagehot. — Economic  Studies.  By 
Walter  Bagehot.     Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

Barnett. — Practicable  Socialism : 
Essays  on  Social  Reform.  By  Samuel  A. 
and  Henrietta  Barnett.    Crown  8vo.,  65. 

Brassey. — Fifty  Years  of  Pro- 
gress and  the  New  Fiscal  Policy. 
By  Lord  Brassey,  K.C.B.,  D.C.L.  8vo., 
sewed,  is.  net ;  cloth,  is.  6d.  net. 

Chapman. —  Work  and  Wages  :  in 

continuation  of  Lord  Brassey's  '  Work  and 

Wages  '   and  '  Foreign  Work  and  English 

Wages '. 

Vol.  I.  Foreign  Competition.  By  Sydney 
J.  Chapman,  M.A.,  Professor  of  Political 
Economy  and  Dean  of  the  Faculty  of 
Commerce  in  the  Victoria  University  of 
Manchester.  With  an  Introduction  by 
Lord  Brassey,  K.C.B.,  D.C.L. ,  LL.D., 
Commander  of  ihe  Legion  of  Honour. 
Medium  8vo.,  7s.  6d.  net. 

Devas. — A  Manual  of  Political 
Economy.  By  C.  S.  Devas,  M.A.  Cr.  8vo., 
75.  6d.     (Stonyhurst  Philosophical  Series.) 


Cr. 

OF 
14s. 


Dewey. — Financial  History  of  the 
United  States.  By  Davis  Rich  Dewey. 
Crown  8vo.,  75.  bd.  net. 

Leslie. — Essays  on  Political  Eco- 
nomy. By  T.  E.  Cliffe  Leslie,  Hon. 
LL.D.,  Dubl.     8vo.,  105.  6d. 

List. — -The  National  System  of 
Political  Economy  By  Frederick  List. 
Translated  by  Sampson  S.  Lloyd.  New 
and  Cheaper  Edition.  With  an  Introduction 
by  J.  Shield  Nicholson,  D.Sc.  Crown 
8vo.,  65.  net. 

Macleod  (Henry  Dunning). 
Bimetallism.     8vo.,  55.  net. 
The  Elements  of  Banking. 

8vo.,  35.  bd. 
The    Theory   and    Practice 

Banking.  Vol.  I.  8vo.,  12s.  Vol.  II, 
The    Theory  of    Credit.       8vo. 

In   1   Vol.,  30s.  net;    or  separately,  Vol. 

I.,   10s.  net.     Vol.  II.,  Part  I.,  105.  net. 

Vol  II.,  Part  II.  10s.  net. 
Indian  Currency.  8vo.,  25.  6d.  net. 

Mill. — Political  Economy.  By 
John  Stuart  Mill.  Popular  Edition.  Cr. 
8vo.,3s.6d.  Library  Edition.  2  vols.  8vo.,3os. 

Mulhall. — Industries  and  Wealth 
of  Nations.  By  Michael  G.  Mulhall, 
F.S.S.    With  32  Diagrams.    Cr.  8vo.,  8s.  6d. 

Symes.  —  Political  Economy  :  a 
Short  Text-book  of  Political  Economy. 
With  Problems  for  Solution,  Hints  for 
Supplementary  Reading,  and  a  Supple- 
mentary Chapter  on  Socialism.  By  J.  E. 
Symes,  M.A.     Crown  8vo.,  is.  6d. 

Toynbee. — Lectures  on  the  In- 
dustrial Revolution  of  the  18th  Cen- 
tury in  England.  By  Arnold  Toynbee. 
8vo.,  10s.  6d. 

Webb.  —  London  Educa  tion.  By 
Sidney  Webb.     Crown  8vo.,  is.  6d.  net. 


MESSRS.  LONGMANS  &  CO.'S  STANDARD  AND  GENERAL  WORKS.         21 
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Webb  (Sidney  and  Beatrice). 

The  History  of  Trade  Unionism. 

With  Map  and  Bibliography.   8vo.,  75.  6d. 

net. 

Industrial  Democracy  :  a  Study 

in  Trade  Unionism.    2  vols.  8vo.,  125.  net. 


Webb  (Sidney  and  Beatrice) — coiit. 
Problems  of  Modern  Industry. 

8vo.,  55.  net. 
The  History  of  Liquor  Licensing 
in  England,  principally  from  1700  to 
1830.     Crown  8vo.,  25.  6d.  net. 


Evolution,   Anthropology,  &e. 

Lang     and     Atkinson.  --  Social 


Avebury. —  The  Origin  of  Civilisa- 
tion, and  the  Primitive  Condition  of  Man. 
By  the  Right  Hon.  Lord  Avebury.  With 
6  Plates  and  20  Illustrations.     8vo.,  185. 

Clodd  (Edward). 
The  Story  of  Creation :  a  Plain 
Account  of  Evolution.  With  77  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d. 
A  Primer  of  Evolution :  being  a 
Popular  Abridged  Edition  of  '  The  Story 
of  Creation '.  With  Illustrations.  Fcp. 
8vo.,  15.  6d. 

Doubts  about  Darwinism.     By  a 

Semi-Darwinian.     Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d. 

Gerard. —  The  Old  Riddle  and  the 
Newest  Answer.  By  John  Gerard, 
S.J.,  F.L.S.     Crwn  8vo.    55.  net. 

Keller. — Queries  in  Ethnography. 
By  Albert  Galloway  Keller,  Ph.D. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  25.  net. 


Origins.  By  Andrew  Lang,  M.A.,  LL.D. ; 
and  Primal  Law.  By  J.  J.  Atkinson. 
8vo.,   105.  6d.  net. 

Romanes  (George    John). 
Essays.    Ed.  by  C.  Lloyd  Morgan. 

Crown  8vo.,  55.  net. 
An  Examination  of    Weismann- 

ism.     Crown  8vo.,  65. 
Darwin,  and  after  Darwin:  an 
Exposition  of  the  Darwinian  Theory,  and  a 
Discussion  on  Post-Darwinian  Questions. 
Part  I.  The  Darwinian  Theory.     With 
Portrait  of  Darwin  and  125  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.,  105.  6d. 
Part   II.    Post-Darwinian   Questions: 
Heredity  and  Utility.     With  Portrait  of 
the  Author  and  5  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo., 
105.  6d. 
Part    III.      Post-Darwinian     Questions : 
Isolation  and  Physiological  Selection. 
Crown  8vo.,  55. 


The  Science  of 

Balfour.  —  The  Foundations  of 
Belief  ;  being  Notes  Introductory  to  the 
Study  of  Theology.  By  the  Right  Hon. 
Arthur  James  Balfour.  Cr.  8vo.,  65.  net. 

Baring-Gould. — The  Origin  and 
Development  of  Religious  Belief. 
By  the  Rev.  S.  Baring-Gould.  2  vols. 
Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d.  each. 

Campbell. — Religion  in  Greek  Li- 
terature. By  the  Rev.  Lewis  Campbell. 
M.A.,  LL.D.     8vo.,  155. 

James. — The  Varieties  of  Re- 
ligious Experience  :  a  Study  in  Human 
Nature.  Being  the  Gifford  Lectures  on 
Natural  Religion  delivered  at  Edinburgh  in 
1901-1902.  By  William  James,  LL.D., 
etc.     8vo.,  125.  net. 

Lang  (Andrew). 

Magic  and  Religion.  8vo.,  ios.  6d. 

Custom  and  Myth  :  Studies  of 
Early  Usage  and  Belief.  With  15 
Illustrations.      Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d. 

Myth,  Ritual,  and  Religion.  2 
vols.     Crown  8vo.,  75. 


Religion,  &e. 

Lang  (Andrew) — continued. 

Modern  Mythology  :  a  Reply  to 
Professor  Max  Miiller.     8vo.,  95. 

The  Making  of  Religion.  Cr.  8vo., 
55.  net. 

Max  Miiller  (The  Right  Hon.  R). 
The  Silesian  Horseherd  ('  Das 
Pferdeburla  ') :  Questions  of  the  Hour 
answered  by  F.  Max  Muller.  With  a 
Preface  by  J.  Estlin  Carpenter.  Crown 
8vo.,  55. 

Chips  from  a  German  Workshop. 
Vol.  IV.  Essays  on  Mythology  and  Folk- 
lore.    Crown  8vo.,  55. 

The  Six  Systems  of  Indian 
Philosophy.     Crown  8vo.,  75.  6d.  net. 

Contributions  to  the  Science  of 
Mythology.    2  vols.    8vo.,  325. 

The  Origin  and  Growth  of  Reli- 
gion, as  illustrated  by  the  Religions  of 
India.  The  Hibbert  Lectures,  delivered 
at  the  Chapter  House,  Westminster 
Abbey,  in  1878.     Crown  8vo.,  55. 


a     Messrs.  longmans  &  co.'s  standard  and  general  works. 


The  Science  of  Religion,  &e. — continued. 


Max  Miiller  (The  Right  Hon.  F.)— 
continued. 

Introduction  to  the  Science  of 
Religion  :  Four  Lectures  delivered  at  the 
Royal  Institution.     Crown  8vo.,  55. 

Natural  Religion.  The  Gifford 
Lectures,  delivered  before  the  University 
of  Glasgow  in  1888.     Crown  8vo.,  55. 

Physical  Religion.  The  Gifford 
Lectures,  delivered  before  the  University 
of  Glasgow  in  1890.     Crown  8vo.,  5s. 

Anthropological  Religion.  The 
Gifford  Lectures,  delivered  before  the  Uni- 
versity of  Glasgow  in  1891.     Cr.  8vo.,  55. 

Theosophy,  or  Psychological  Re- 
ligion. The  Gifford  Lectures,  delivered 
before  the  University  of  Glasgow  in  1892. 
Crown  8vo.,  55. 


Max  Miiller  (The  Right  Hon.  F.)— 

continued. 

Three  Lectures  on  the  VedAnta 
Philosophy,  delivered  at  the  Royal 
Institution  in  March,  1894.     Cr.  8vo.,  55. 

Last  Essays.  Second  Series — 
Essays  on  the  Science  of  Religion. 
Crown  8vo.,  55. 

Oakesmith.  —  The  Religion  of 
Plutarch:  a  Pagan  Creed  of  Apostolic 
Times.  An  Essay.  By  John  Oakesmith, 
D.Litt.,  M.A.     Crown  8vo.,  55.  net. 

Wood-Martin  (W.  G.). 

Traces  of  the  Elder  Faiths  of 
Ireland  :  a  Folk-lore  Sketch.  A  Hand- 
book of  Irish  Pre-Christian  Traditions. 
With  192  Illustrations.  2  vols.  8vo., 
305.  net. 

Pagan  Ireland  :  an  Archaeological 
Sketch.  A  Handbook  of  Irish  Pre 
Christian  Antiquities.  With  512  Illus- 
trations.    8vo.,  155. 


Classical  Literature,  Translations 

Abbott. — Hellenica.  A  Collection 
of  Essays  on  Greek  Poetry,  Philosophy, 
History,  and  Religion.  Edited  by  Evelyn 
Crown  8vo.,  75.  6d. 


&e. 


Abbott,  M.A.,  LL.D. 


iEschylus. — Eumenides  of  ALschy- 

LUS.     With   Metrical   English  Translation. 
By  J.  F.  Davies.     8vo.,  75. 

Aristophanes.  —  The    Acharnians 

of  Aristophanes,  translated  into  English 
Verse.    By  R.  Y.  Tyrrell.    Crown  8vo.,  is. 

Becker  (W.  A.),  Translated  by  the 
Rev.  F.  Metcalfe,  B.D. 

Gallus  :  or,  Roman  Scenes  in  the 
Time  of  Augustus.  With  Notes  and  Ex- 
cursuses. With  26  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo.,  35.  6d. 

Charicles  :  or,  Illustrations  ot  the 
Private  Life  of  the  Ancient  Greeks. 
With  Notes  and  Excursuses.  With  26 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d. 

Campbell. — Religion  in  Greek  Li- 
terature. By  the  Rev.  Lewis  Campbell, 
M.A.,  LL.D.,  Emeritus  Professor  of  Greek, 
University  of  St.  Andrews.     8vo.,  155. 


Cicero. — Cicero's  Correspondence. 
By  R.  Y.  Tyrrell.  Vols.  L,  II.,  III.,  8vo., 
each  125.  Vol.  IV.,  155.  Vol.  V.,  145. 
Vol.  VI.,  125.     Vol.  VII.  Index,  75.  6d. 


Harvard    Studies    in     Classical 

Philology.      Edited  by  a  Committee  of  the 
Classical  Instructors  of  Harvard  University. 
Vols.  XL,  1900;  XII.,  1901;   XIII.,  1902 
XIV.,  1903.     8vo.,  65.  6d.  net  each. 

Homer.  —  The  Odyssey  of  Homer. 
Done  into  English  Verse.  By  William 
Morris.     Crown  8vo.,  55.  net. 

Horace. — The   Works   of  Horace, 

RENDERED   INTO    ENGLISH    PROSE.        With 

Life,  Introduction  and  Notes.    By  William 
Coutts,  M.A.     Crown  8vo.,  55.  net. 

Lang". — Homer  and  the  Epic.  By 
Andrew  Lang.     Crown  8vo.,  95.  net. 

Lucian.  —  Translations  from 
Lucian.  By  Augusta  M.  Campbell 
Davidson,  M.A.  Edin.    Crown  8vo.,  55.  net. 

Ogilvie. — Horae  Latjnae  :  Studies 
in  Synonyms  and  Syntax.  By  the  late 
Robert  Ogilvie,  M.A.,  LL.D.,  H.M.  Chief 
Inspector  of  Schools  for  Scotland.  Edited 
by  Alexander  Souter,  M.A.  With  a 
Memoir  by  Joseph  Ogilvie,  M.A.,  LL.D. 
8vo.,  125.  6d.  net. 
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Rich. — A  Dictionary  of  Roman  and 
Greek  Antiquities.  By  A.  Rich,  B.A. 
With  2000  Woodcuts.    Crown  8vo.,  6s.  net. 

Sophocles. — Translated  into  English 
Verse.  By  Robert  Whitelaw,  M.A., 
Assistant  Master  in  Rugby  School.  Cr.  8vo., 
85.  6rf. 

Theophrastus. —  The  Characters 
of  Theophrastus  :  a  Translation,  with 
Introduction.  By  Charles  E.  Bennett 
and  William  A.  Hammond,  Professors  in 
Cornell  University.     Fcp.  8vo.,  25.  6d.  net. 

Tyrrell.  —  Dublin  Translations 
into  Greek  and  Latin  Verse.  Edited 
by  R.  Y.  Tyrrell.     8vo.,  6s. 


Virgil. 

The  Poems  of  Virgil.  Translated 
into  English  Prose  by  John  Conington. 
Crown  8vo.,  6s. 


Virgil — continued. 

The  Alneid  of  Virgil.  Translated 
into  English  Verse  by  John  Conington. 
Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

The  sEneids  of  Virgil.  Done  into 
English  Verse.  By  William  Morris. 
Crown  8vo.,  5s.  net. 

The  sEneid  of  Virgil,  freely  trans- 
lated into  English  Blank  Verse.  By 
W.  J.  Thornhill.     Crown  8vo.,  6s.  net. 

The  Alneid  of  Virgil.     Translated 
into  English  Verse  by  James  Rhoades. 
Books  I. -VI.     Crown  8vo.,  5s. 
Books  VII.-XII.     Crown  8vo.,  5s. 

The  Eclogues  and  Georgics  01 
Virgil.  Translated  into  English  Prose 
by  J.  W.  Mackail,  Fellow  of  Balliol 
College,  Oxford.     i6mo.,  5s. 

Wilkins. — The    Growth    of     the 
Homeric  Poems.  By  G.  Wilkins.  8vo.,6s. 


Poetry  and  the  Drama, 


American  Familiar  Verse.     Vers 

de  Societe.  Edited,  with  an  Introduction, 
by  Brander  Matthews,  Litt.D  (Yale),  of 
Columbia  University.     Crown  8vo.    6s.  net. 


Arnold. —  The  Light  of  the  World: 
or,  The  Great  Consummation.  By  Sir 
Edwin  Arnold.  With  14  Illustrations 
after  Holman  Hunt.     Crown  8vo.,  5s.  net. 


Bell  (Mrs.  Hugh). 

Chamber  Comedies  :  a  Collection 
of  Plays  and  Monologues  for  the  Drawing 
Room.     Crown  8vo.,  5s.  net. 

Fairy  Tale  Plays,  and  How  to 
Act  Them.  With  91  Diagrams  and  52 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  3s.  net. 

Nursery  Comedies  :  Twelve  Tiny 
Plays  for  Children.     Fcap.  8vo.,  is.  6d. 

Rumpelstiltzkin  :  a  Fairy  Play  in 
Five  Scenes  (Characters,  7  Male ;  1  Fe- 
male). From  '  Fairy  Tale  Plays  and 
How  to  Act  Them  '.  With  Illustrations, 
Diagrams  and  Music.    Cr.  8vo.,  sewed,  6d. 


Dante.  —  The     Dread     Inferno  : 

Notes  for  Beginners  in  the  Study  of  Dante. 
By  M.  Alice  Wyld.  With  Frontispiece. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  2s.  6d.  net 

Gore-Booth  (Eva). 

Unseen  Kings,  and  Other  Poems. 

Crown   8vo.,  2s.  6d.   net. 
The  One  and  the  Many  :  Poems. 
Crown  8vo.,  2s.  6d.  net. 

Graves.  —  Clytmmnestra  :  a 
Tragedy.  By  Arnold  F.  Graves.  With 
a  Preface  by  Robert  Y.  Tyrrell,  Litt.D. 
Crown  8vo.,  5s.  net. 

Hither  and   Thither :    Songs  and 

Verses.  By  the  Author  of  '  Times  and 
Days,'  etc.     Fcp.  8vo.,  5s. 

Hughes  -  Games.  —  Thekla      and 

other  Poems.  By  Stephen  Hughes- 
Games.     Crown  8vo. ,  3s.  6d.  net. 

Ingelow  (Jean). 
Poetical     Works.       Complete    in 
One  Volume.  Crown  8vo.,  gilt  top,  6s.  net. 
Lyrical  and  other  Poems.    Selec- 
ted from  the  Writings  of  Jean  Ingelow. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  2s.  6d.  cloth  plain,  3s.  cloth  gilt. 
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Kendall.  —  Poems  of  Henry 
Clarence  Kendall.  With  Memoir  by 
Frederick  C.  Kendall.     Crown  8vo.,  65. 


Lang. —  The  Blue  Poetry  Book. 
Edited  by  Andrew  Lang.  With  100  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  8vo.,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

Lecky. — Poems.  By  William  Ed- 
ward Hartpole  Lecky.      Fcp.  8vo.,  5s. 

Lytton  (The  Earl  of),  (Owen 
Meredith). 

The  Wanderer.    Cr.  8vo.,  10s.  6d. 

Lucile.     Crown  8vo.,  10s.  6d. 

Selected  Poems.    Cr.  8vo.,  105.  6d 

Macaulay. — La  ys  ofAncient  Pome, 
with  '  I  fry'  and  '  The  Armada  '.  By 
Lord  Macaulay. 

Illustrated  by  G.  Scharf.  Fcp.  4to.,  105.  6d. 
Bijou        Edition. 


i8mo.,  25.  6d.  gilt  top. 
Popular   Edition. 

Fcp.  4to.,  6d.  sewed,  is.  cloth. 
Illustrated   by  J.    R.    Weguelin.      Crown 

8vo.,  3s.  net. 
Annotated  Edition.     Fcp.  8vo.,  is.  sewed, 

is.  6d.  cloth. 

MacDonald. — A  Book  of  Strife,  in 

THE    FORM    OF    THE     DlARY     OF     AN    OLD 

Soul  :    Poems.     By  George  MacDonald, 
LL.D.     i8mo.,  6$. 

Morris  (William). 

POETICAL  WORKS  -Library  Edition. 
Complete  in   11   volumes.      Crown  8vo., 
price  5s.  net  each. 

The  Earthly  Paradise.  4  vols. 
Crown  8vo.,  5s.  net  each. 

The  Life  and  Death  of  Jason. 
Crown  8vo.,  5s.  net. 

The  Defence  of  Guenevere,  and 
other  Poems.     Crown  8vo.,  5s.  net. 

The  Story  of  Sigurd  the  Volsung, 
and  The  Fall  of  the  Niblungs.  Cr. 
8vo.,  5s.  net. 

Poems  by  the  Way,  and  Love  is 
Enough.     Crown  8vo.,  5s.  net 


Morris  (William) — continued. 

The  Odyssey  of  Homer.  Done 
into  English  Verse.     Crown  8vo.,  5s.  net. 

The  Alneids  of  Virgil.  Done 
into  English  Verse.     Crown  8vo.,  5s.  net. 

The  Tale  of  Beowulf,  some ti ml 

King  of  the  Folk  of  the  Wedergea  ts. 

Translated  by  William  Morris  and  A. 

J.  Wyatt.     Crown  8vo.,  5s.  net. 
Certain  of  the  Poetical  Works  may  also  be 

had  in  the  following  Editions  : — 

The  Earthly  Paradise. 

Popular  Edition.  5  vols.  i2mo.,  25s.; 
or  5s.  each,  sold  separately. 

The  same  in  Ten  Parts,  25s.;  or  2s.  6d. 
each,  sold  separately. 

Cheap  Edition,  in  1  vol.  Crown  8vo., 
6s.  net. 

New  Cheap  Edition  in  Fourteen  Parts, 
comprised  in  10  vols.  Parts  1-8  and  ij 
and  12,  price  is.  net  each.  Parts  9  anc 
10,  in  one  vol.,  price  2s.  net.  Parts  l 
and  14,  in  one  vol.,  price  2s.  net.  (It 
course  of  Publication.) 

Poems  by  the  Way.  Square  crowi 
8vo.,  6s. 

The  Defence  of  Guenevere,  and 
Other  Poems  Cheaper  Impression. 
Fcp.   8vo.,   is    6d.   net. 

%*   For     Mr.    William    Morris's    other 
Works,  see  pp.  27,  28,  37  and  40. 

Mors  et  Victoria.     Cr.  8vo.,  55.  net. 

*#*  This  is  a  drama  in  three  acts,  the 
scene  of  which  is  laid  in  France 
shortly  after  the  massacre  of  St. 
Bartholomew. 

Morte  Arthur:  an  Alliterative  Poem 

of  the  Fourteenth  Century.  Edited  from 
the  Thornton  MS.,  with  Introduction, 
Notes  and  Glossary.  By  Mary  Macleod 
Banks.     Fcp.  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

Nesbit. — La  ys  and  Legends.  By  E. 
Nesbit  (Mrs.  Hubert  Bland).  First 
Series.  Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d.  Second  Series. 
With  Portrait.     Crown  8vo  ,  55. 

Riley.  —  Old  Fash zoned  Poses: 
Poems.  By  James  Whitcomb  Riley. 
i2mo.,  gilt  top,  55. 

Romanes. — A  Selection  from  the 
Poems  of  George  John  Komanes,  M.A., 
LL.D.,  F.R.S.  With  an  Introduction  by 
T.  Herbert  Warren,  President  of  Mag- 
dalen College,  Oxford.     Crown  8vo.,  4s  6d. 
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Poetry  and  the  Drama — continued. 


Savage-Armstrong. — Ballads    of 

Down.      By    G.    F.    Savage-Armstrong, 
M.A.,  D.Litt.     Crown  8vo.,  75.  6d. 

Shakespeare. 

Bowdler 's  Family  Shakespeare. 

With  36   Woodcuts.     1   vol.     8vo.,    145. 

Or  in  6  vols.     Fcp.  8vo.,  215. 
The  Sha  kespea  re  Bir  thda  y  Book. 

By    Mary   F.   Dunbar.      321110.,   15.  6d. 

Sheehan.  —  'Lost  Angel  of  a 
Ruined  Paradise.''  A  Drama  of  Modern 
Life.       Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d. 

Stevenson. — A  Child's  Garden  of 
Verses.  By  Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  gilt  top,  5s. 


Trevelyan. — Cecilia    Gonzaga  :    a 

Drama.  By  R.  C.  Trevelyan.  Fcp. 
8vo.,  25.  6d.  net. 

Wagner. — The  Nibelungen  Ring. 

Done  into  English  Verse  by  Reginald 
Rankin,  B.A.,  of  the  Inner  Temple,  Barris- 
ter-at-Law. 

Vol.  I.     Rhine  Gold,  The  Valkyrie.      Fcp. 
8vo.,  gilt  top,  4s.  6d. 

Vol.    II.     Siegfried,   The   Twilight    of  the 
Gods.     Fcp.  8vo.,  gilt  top,  4s.  6d. 

Wyld.  —  The     Dread     Inferno  ; 

Notes  for  Beginners  in  the  Study  of  Dante. 
By  M.  Alice  Wyld.  With  Frontispiece. 
Fcap.  8vo.,  2s.  6d.  net. 


Fiction,  Humour,  &e. 

American  Short  Stories.     Selected    Beaconsfield  (The  Earl  of) 

and  Edited,  with  an  Introductory  Essay  on 
the  Short  Story,  by  Charles  Sears  Bald- 
win, A.M.,  Ph.D.  Assistant  Professor  in 
Yale  University.     Crown  8vo.,  6s.  net. 


Novels    and     Tales.       Complete 
in  11  vols.     Crown  Svo.,  15.  6d.  each. 


Anstey  (F.). 

Voces    Populi.      (Reprinted    from 
'Punch'.) 

First  Series.     With  20  Illustrations  by  J. 
Bernard   Partridge.     Cr.  8vo.,   gilt 
top,  35.  net. 
Second  Series.   With  25  Illustrations  by  J. 
Bernard  Partridge.  Cr.  8vo.,  gilt  top, 
35.  net. 
The  Man  from  Blankley's,  and 
other  Sketches.  (Reprinted  from  '  Punch  '.) 
With    25    Illustrations    by   J.    Bernard 
Partridge.     Cr.  8vo.,  gilt  top,  35.  net. 

Bailey  (H.  C). 

My  Lady  of  Orange:  a  Romance 

of  the  Netherlands  in  the  Days  of  Alva. 

With  8  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  65. 
Karl  of  E reach  :    a  Tale  of  the 

Thirty  Years'  War.      Crown  8vo.,  6s. 
The  Master  of  Gray  :  a  Tale  of 

the    Days    of    Mary    Queen    of    Scots. 

Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

Churchill. — Savrola  :  a  Tale  of  the 

Revolution    in    Laurania.        By    Winston 
Spencer  Churchill,  M.P.     Cr.  8vo.,  6s. 

Converse. — Long  Will  :  a  Tale  of 
Wat  Tyler  and  the  Peasant  Rising  in  the 
Reign  of  Richard  II.  By  Florence  Con- 
verse. With  6  Illustrations  by  Garth 
Jones.     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 


Vivian  Grey. 

The  Young  Duke ; 
Count  Alarcos :  a 
Tragedy. 

Alroy  ;  Ixion  in 
Heaven ;  The  In- 
fernal Marriage ; 
Popanilla. 

I'ancred. 


Contarini      Fleming  ; 

The  Rise  of  Iskan- 

der. 
Sybil. 

Henrietta  Temple. 
Venetia. 
Coningsby. 
Lothair. 
Endymion. 

Novels  and  Tales.  The  Hugh- 
enden  Edition.  With  2  Portraits  and 
11  Vignettes.     11  vols.     Crown  8voM  42s. 

Dougall. — Beggars  All.  By  L. 
Dougall.      Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

Doyle  (Sir  A.  Conan). 

Micah  Clarke:  A  Tale  of  Mon- 
mouth's Rebellion.  With  10  Illustra- 
tions.    Cr.  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

The  Refugees:  A  Tale  of  the 
Huguenots.  With  25  Illustrations.  Cr. 
8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

The  Stark  Monro  Letters.     Cr. 

8vo.,  3s.  6d. 
The  Captain  of   the  Polestar> 

and  other  Tales.     Cr.  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

Dunbar. — The  Sons  d  Cor  mac,  an' 
Tales  of  Other  Men's  Sons:  Irish 
Legends.  By  Aldis  Dunbar.  With  8  Il- 
lustrations by  Myra  E.  Luxmoore.  Crown 
8vo.,  6s. 
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Fiction,  Humour,  &e. — continued. 

Farrar  (F.  W.,  late  Dean  of  Can-    Haggard  (H.  Rider)— continued. 

terbury). 


Darkness  and  Dawn:  or,  Scenes 
in  the  Days  of  Nero.  An  Historic  Tale. 
Cr.  8vo.,  gilt  top,  6s.  net. 

Gathering  Clouds  :  a  Tale  of  the 
Days  of  St.  Chrysostom.     Cr.   8vo.,  gilt  i 
top,  65.  net. 

Fowler  (Edith  H.). 

The  Young  Pretenders.  A  Story 
of  Child  Life.  With  12  Illustrations  by 
Sir  Philip  Burne-Jones,  Bart.     Crown 

-  8vo.,  6s. 

The  Professor's  Children.  With 
24  Illustrations  by  Ethel  Kate  Burgess. 
Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

Francis    (M.     E.)     (Mrs.     Francis 
Blundell). 

Christian  Thal  :  a  Story  of  Musi- 
cal Life.     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

Fianders  Widow.     Cr.  8vo.,  65. 

Yeoman  Fleetwood.  With  Fron- 
tispiece.    Crown  8vo.,  3s.  net. 

Pastorals   of  Dorset.      With    8 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

The  Manor  Farm.  With  Frontis- 
piece by  Claud  C.  du  Pre  Cooper. 
Crown  8vo.,  6s. 


L  ychga  te     Ha  l  l 
Crown   8vo.,   6s. 


a     Romance. 


Froude. — The  Two  Chiefs  of  Dun- 
boy;  an  Irish  Romance  of  the  Last  Century. 
By  James  A.  Froude.     Cr.  8vo.,  3s.  bd. 

Haggard  Side,  The  :  being  Essays  j 

in  Fiction.     By  the  Author  of  '  Times  and  I 
Days,'  '  Auto  da  Fe,'  &c.     Crown  8vo.,  5s. 

Haggard  (H.  Rider). 

Allan    Quatermain.       With    31  j 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  3s.  bd. 

Popular  Edition.     8vo.,  sewed,  6d.  net 

Allan's  Wife.     With  34  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 


Beatrice.  With  Frontispiece  and 
Vignette.     Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

Bla  ck  He  a  rt  and  Whi  te  He  a  r  t\ 
and  other  Stories.  With  33  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  8vo.,  3s.  bd. 

Cleopatra.  With  29  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

Colonel  Quaritch,  V.C.  With 
Frontispiece  and  Vignette.  Cr.  8vo.,  35.  bd. 

Dawn.  With  16  Illustrations.  Cr. 
8vo.,  3s.  bd. 

Dr.  Therne.     Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d 

Eric  Brighteyes.  With  51  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

Heart  of  the  World.  With  15 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

Joan  Haste.  With  20  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.,  3s.  bd. 

Lysbeth.  With  26  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

Maiwa's  Revenge.    Cr.  8vo.,  15.  6d. 

Montez  uma  '5  Da  ugh  ter  .  W  i  t  h  2  i 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo. ,  3s.  bd. 

Mr.    Meesons    Will.      With    1 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo..  3s.  bd. 

Nad  a  the  Lily.  With  23  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  8vo.,  3s.  bd. 

Pearl-Maiden  :  a  Tale  of  the 
Fall  of  Jerusalem.  With  16  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

She.  With  32  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo.,  3s.  bd. 

Stella  Fregelws  :  A  Tale  of- 
Three  Destinies.     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

Swallow  :  a  Tale  of  the  Great  Trek. 
With  8  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  3s.  bd. 

The  People  of  the  Mist.  With 
16  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  3s.  bd. 

The  Witch's  Head.  With  16 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  3s.  bd. 


MESSRS.  LONGMANS  &  CO.'S  STANDARD  AND  GENERAL  WORKS. 


27 


Fiction,   Humour,   &e. — continued. 


Haggard  and  Lang.—  The  World's 

Desire.  By  H.  Rider  Haggard  and 
Andrew  Lang.  With  27  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d. 


Harte. — In  the  Carquinez   Woods. 

By  Bret  Harte.     Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d, 

Hope. — The  Heart  of  Princess 
Osra.  By  Anthony  Hope.  With  9  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d. 


Howard. 

By    Lady 
65. 


—The  Fa  ilure  of  Success. 
Mabel  Howard.     Crown   8vo., 


Jerome. — Sketches  in  Lavender  : 
Blue  and  Green.  By  Jerome  K.  Jerome, 
Author  of  •  Three  Men  in  a  Boat,'  etc. 
Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d. 


Joyce. — Old  Celtic  Romances. 
Twelve  of  the  most  beautiful  of  the  Ancient 
Irish  Romantic  Tales.  Translated  from  the 
Gaelic.  By  P.  W.  Joyce,  LL.D.  Crown 
8vo.,  35.  6d. 


Lang  (Andrew] 


A  Monk  of  Fife  . 
Days  of  Joan  of  Arc. 
tions  by   Selwyn  Image 
3s.  6d. 


a  Story 
With  13 


of  the 
Illustra- 
Crown    8vo., 


The  Disentanglers.  With  7 
Full-page  Illustrations  by  H.  J.  Ford. 
Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

Lyall  (Edna). 

The  Hinderers.  Crown  8vo. ,  is.  6d. 

The  A  utobiographyof  a  Slander. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  15.  sewed. 
Presentation  Edition.     With  20  Illustra- 
tions  by   Lancelot   Speed.       Crown 
8vo.,  25.  6d.  net. 

Doreen.  The  Story  of  a  Singer. 
Crown  8vo.,  65. 

Wayfaring  Men.     Crown  8vo.,  65. 

Hope  the  Hermit  :  a  Romance  of 
Borrowdale.     Crown  8vo.,  65. 


Marchmont. — In  the  Name  of  a 
Woman:  a  Romance.  By  Arthur  W. 
Marchmont.  With  8  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo.,  6s. 


Mason  and  Lang.  —Parson Kelly. 
By  A.  E.  W.  Mason  and  Andrew  Lang. 
Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d. 


Max  Muller.  —  Deutsche  Lie.be 
{German  Love)  :  Fragments  from  the 
Papers  of  an  Alien.  Collected  by  F.  Max 
Muller.  Translated  from  the  German  by 
G.  A.  M.     Crown  8vo.,  gilt  top,  55. 


Melville  (G.  J.  Whyte). 


The  Gladiators. 
The  Interpreter. 
Good  for  Nothing. 
The  Queen's  Maries. 


Holmby  House. 
Kate  Coventry. 
Digby  Grand. 
General  Bounce. 


Crown  8vo.,  is.  6d.  each. 


Morris  (William). 
The  Sundering  Flood. 

75.  6d. 


Cr.  8vo., 


The  Water  of  the  Wondrous 
Isles.     Crown  8vo.,  75.  6d. 

The  Well  a  t  the  World's  End. 
2  vols.    8vo.,  285. 

The  Wood  Beyond  the  World. 
Crown  8vo.,  65.  net. 

The  Story  of  the  Glittering 
Plain,  which  has  been  also  called  The 
Land  of  the  Living  Men,  or  The  Acre 
of  the  Undying.  Square  post  8vo., 
5s.  net. 
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Fiction,   Humour,   ho, —continued. 


Morris  (William) — continued. 

The  Roots  of  the  Mountains, 
wherein  is  told  somewhat  of  the  Lives  of 
the  Men  of  Burgdale,  their  Friends,  their 
Neighbours,  their  Foemen,  and  their 
Fellows-in-Arms.  Written  in  Prose  and 
Verse.     Square  crown  8vo.,  85. 

A  Tale  of  the  House  of  the 
Wolfings,  and  all  the  Kindreds  of  the 
Mark.  Written  in  Prose  and  Verse. 
Square  crown  8vo.,  6s. 

A  Dream  of  /ohn  Ball,  and  a 
King's  Lesson.     i6mo.,  2s.  net. 

News  from  Nowhere  ;  or,  An 
Epoch  of  Rest.  Being  some  Chapters 
from  an  Utopian  Romance.  Post  8vo., 
is.  6d. 

The  Story  of  Grettir  the  Strong. 
Translated  from  the  Icelandic  by  Eirikr 
Magnusson  and  William  Morris.  Cr. 
8vo. ,  5s.  net. 

Three  Northern  Love  Stories, 
and  Other  Tales.  Translated  from  the 
Icelandic  by  Eirikr  Magnusson  and 
William  Morris.     Crown  8vo.,  6s.  net. 

%*  For    Mr.    William    Morris's   other 
Works,  see  pp.  24,  37  and  40. 


Newman  (Cardinal). 

Loss  and  Gain  :    The    Story  of  a 
Convert.     Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

Callista  :    A   Tale    of  the   Third 
Century.     Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 


N  orris.  —  Nature's        Comedian. 

By  W.  E.  Norris.      Crown  8vo.,  6s. 


Phillipps-Wolley. — Snap:  a  Legend 
of  the  Lone  Mountain.  By  C.  Phillipps- 
Wolley.  With  13  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo.,  3s.  6d. 


Ridley. — A  Da  ughter  of  J  all.    By 

Lady  Ridley.     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 


Sewell  (Elizabeth  M.). 


A  Glimpse  of  the  World. 
Laneton  Parsonage. 
Margaret  Percival. 
Katharine  Ashton. 
The  Earl's  Daughter. 
The  Experience  of  Life. 
Cr.  8vo.,  cloth  plain,  1 
extra,  gilt  edges,  2s. 


Amy  Herbert, 

Cleve  Hall. 

Gertrude. 

Home  Life. 

After  Life. 

Ursula.     Ivors. 
;.  6d.  each.     Clotl 
6d.  each. 


Sheehan.  —  Luke  Delmege.  By 
the  Rev.  P.  A.  Sheehan,  D.D.,  Author  of 
'  My  New  Curate '.     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 


Somerville 

(Martin). 


(E.    (E.)    and    Ross 


Some  Experiences  of  an  Irish 
R.M.  With  31  Illustrations  by  E.  CE. 
Somerville.     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

All  on  the  Irish  Shore  :  Irish 
Sketches.  With  10  Illustrations  by  E. 
CE.  Somerville.      Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

The  Real  Charlotte.  Crown 
8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

The  Silver  Fox.     Cr.  8vo.,  35.  6d. 

An  Irish  Cousin.     Crown  8vo.,-  6s. 

Stebbing. — Borderland  Tales.  By 

W.  Stebbing.     Crown  8vo.,  4s.  6d. 


Stevenson  (Robert  Louis). 

The  Strange  Case  ofDr.Jekyll 
and  Mr.  Hyde.  Fcp.  8vo.,  is.  sewed, 
is.  6d.  cloth. 

The  Strange  Case  of  Dr. 
Jekyll  and  Mr.  Hyde;  with  other 
Fables.  Crown  8vo.,  bound  in  buckram, 
with  gilt  top,  5s.  net. 

'  Silver  Library  '  Edition.    Crown  8vo., 
3s.  6d. 

More  New  Arabian  Nights —  The 
Dynamiter.  By  Robert  Louis  Steven- 
son and  Fanny  van  de  Grift  Steven- 
son.    Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

The  Wrong  Box.  By  Robert 
Louis  Stevenson  and  Lloyd  Osbourne. 
Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 
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Fiction,  Humour,  &e. — continued. 


Through  Spectacles  of  Feeling :    Walford  (L.  B.) — continued 

Being  Essays  mostly  in  Fiction.  By  the 
Author  of  '  Times  and  Days,'  '  The  Haggard 
Side,'  etc.     Crown  8vo.,  55. 


Trollope  (Anthony). 

The  Warden.     Cr.  8vo.,  15.  6d. 
Barchester  Towers.  Cr.8vo.,is.6d. 


Vaughan. — Old  Hendriks  Tales. 

By  Captain  Arthur  O.  Vaughan.  With  12 
Full-page  Illustrations  by  J.  A.  Shepherd. 
Crown  8vo.,  65. 


Walford  (L.  B.). 

Stay- at- Homes.     Crown  8vo.,  65. 

Charlotte.     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

One  of  Ourselves.     Cr.  8vo.,  6s. 

The  Intruders.  Crown  8vo.,  2s.  6d. 

Leddy  Marget.    Crown  8vo.,  25.  6d. 

Iva  Kildare  :  a  Matrimonial  Pro- 
blem.    Crown  8vo.,  25.  6d. 

Mr.    Smith:   a    Part    of  his    Life. 
Crown  8vo.,  2s.  6d. 

The  Baby's    Grandmother.     Cr. 
8vo.,  25.  6d. 

Cousins.     Crown  8vo.,  2s.  6d. 

Tr  o  ublesome    Da  ugh  ters.        C  r . 
8vo.,  25.  6d. 

Pauline.     Crown  8vo.,  2s.  6d. 

Dick  Netherby.     Cr.  8vo.,  2s.  6d. 

The  History  of  a     Week.      Cr. 
8vo.  2s.  6d. 


A  Stiff-necked  Generation.     Cr. 

8vo.  25.  6d. 


Nan,  and  other  Stories.     Cr.  8vo., 

25.  6d. 


The  Mischief  of  Monica. 

8vo.,  25.  6d. 


Cr. 


The  One  Good  Guest. 
25.  6d. 


Cr.   8vo. 


1  Ploughed^     and     other     Stories. 
Crown  8vo.,  25.  6d. 

The  Ma  tchmaker.    Cr.  8vo. ,  2s.  6d. 


Ward. — One    Poor    Scruple.      By 
Mrs.  Wilfrid  Ward.     Crown  8vo.,  65. 


Weyman  (Stanley). 

The  Abbess  of  Vlaye.  With 
Frontispiece.     Crown  8vo.,  65. 

The  House  of  the  Wolf.  With 
Frontispiece  and  Vignette.  Crown  8vo., 
35.  6d. 

A  Gentleman  of  France.  With 
Frontispiece  and  Vignette.     Cr.  8vo.,  65. 

The  Red  Cockade.  With  Frontis- 
piece and  Vignette.     Crown  8vo.,  65. 

Shrewsbury.  With  24  Illustra- 
tions by  Claude  A.  Shepperson.  Cr. 
8vo.,  65. 

Sophia.  With  Frontispiece.  Crown 
8vo.,  65, 

The    Long    Night  :    A    Story    of 

Geneva  in  1602.     Crown  8vo.,  65. 


Whishaw. —  The  Tiger  of  Muscovy. 

By  Fred  Whishaw.     Crown  8vo.,  65. 


Yeats. — The  Chevalier  D'Auriac. 
By  S.  Levett  Yeats.    Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d. 
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Popular  Science  (Natural  History,  &e.) 


Furneaux  (W.). 

The  Outdoor  World;  or  The 
Young  Collector's  Handbook.  With  18 
Plates  (16  of  which  are  coloured),  and  549 
Illustrations  in  the  Text.  Crown  8vo., 
gilt  edges,  65.  net. 

Butterflies  and  Moths  (British). 
With  12  coloured  Plates  and  241  Illus- 
trations in  the  Text.  Crown  8vo.,  gilt 
edges,  65.  net. 

Life  in  Ponds  and  Streams. 
With  8  coloured  Plates  and  331  Illustra- 
tions in  the  Text.  Crown  8vo.,  gil*. 
edges,  6s.  net. 

The  Sea  Shore.  With  8  Coloured 
Plates  and  300  Illustrations  in  the  Text. 
Crown  8vo.,  6s.  net. 

Hartwig  (George). 

The  Sea  and  its  Living  Wonders. 
With  12  Plates  and  303  Woodcuts.  8vo., 
gilt  top,  7s.  net. 

The  Tropical  World.  With  8 
Plates  and  172  Woodcuts.  8vo.,  gilt 
top,  7s.  net. 

The  Polar  World.  With  3  Maps, 
8  Plates  and  85  Woodcuts.  8vo.,  gilt 
top,  7s.  net. 

The  Subterranean  World.  With 
3  Maps  and  80  Woodcuts.  8vo.,  gilt 
top,  7s.  net. 

Helmholtz. — Popular  Lectures  on 
Scientific  Subjects.  By  Hermann  von 
Helmholtz.  With  68  Woodcuts.  2  vols. 
Cr.  8vo.,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Hoffmann. — Alpine    Plora  ;     For 

Tourists  and  Amateur  Botanists.  With 
Text  descriptive  of  the  most  widely  dis- 
tributed and  attractive  Alpine  Plants.  By 
Julius  Hoffmann.  Translated  by  E.  S. 
Barton  (Mrs.  A.  Gepp).  With  40  Plates 
containing  250  Coloured  Figures  from 
Water-Colour  Sketches  by  Hermann 
Friese.      8vo.,   7s.   6d.  net. 

Hudson  (W.  H.). 
Hampshire  Days.     With  11  Plates 

and  36  Illustrations  in  the  Text  from 
Drawings  by  Bryan  Hook,  etc.  8vo., 
1  os.  6d.  net. 

Birds  and  Man.  Large  crown 
8vo.,  6s.  net. 

Nature  in  Downland.  With  12 
Plates  and  14  Illustrations  in  the  Text  by 
A.  D.  McCormick.     8vo.,  10s.  6d.  net. 


Hudson  (W.  H.). — continued. 

British  Birds.  With  a  Chapter 
on  Structure  and  Classification  by  Frank 
E.  Beddard,  F.R.S.  With  16  Plates  (8 
of  which  are  Coloured),  and  over  100  Illus- 
trations in  the  Text.  Crown  8vo.,  gilt 
edges,  6s.  net. 

Millais  (John  Guille). 

The  Natural  History  of  the 
British  Surface -Feeding  Ducks. 
With  6  Photogravures  and  66  Plates  (41 
in  Colours)  from  Drawings  by  the  Author, 
Archibald  Thorburn,  and  from  Photo- 
graphs.    Royal  4to.,  £6  6s. 

The  Wild-Pojvler  in  Scotland. 
With  a  Frontispiece  in  Photogravure 
after  a  Drawing  by  Sir  J.  E.  Millais, 
Bart.,  P.R.A.  8  Photogravure  Plates,  2 
Coloured  Plates,  and  50  Il'ustrations  from 
the  Author's  Drawings  and  from  Photo- 
graphs.    Ro  al  4to.,  gilt  top,  30s.  net. 

The  Mammals  of  Great  Britain 
and  Ireland.     3  vols.     4to.  (13  in.  by 
12  in.),  cloth,  gilt  edges,  18  guineas  net. 
%*  Subscriptions  will  only  be  received  for  the 
Set  of  Three  Volumes. 
Vo'.  I.    With    18    Photogravures  by  the 
Author;    31   Coloured  Plates  by  the 
Author,   Archibald    Thorburn   and; 
G.    E.    Lodge  ;     and    63    Uncoloured 
Piates  by  the  Author  and  from  Photo- 
graphs.    £6  6s.  net.     It  is  hoped  that 
Vo's.    II.    and    III.    will   be   issued   at 
intervals  of  eight  months  each. 
%*  Only  1,025  copies  printed  for  England  and 
America.     Prospectus  sent  01  application. 

Proctor  (Richard  A.). 

Light  Science  for  Leisure  Hours 
Familiar  Essays  on  Scientific  Subjects. 
Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

Ro  ugh  Wa  ys  ma  de  Smoo  th.  Fami- 
liar Essays  on  Scientific  Subjects.  Crown 
8vo.,  35.  6d. 

Pleasant  Wa  ys  in  Science.  Crown 
8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

Nature  Studies.  By  R.  A.  Proc- 
tor, Grant  Allen,  A.  Wilson,  T. 
Foster  and  E.  Clodd.     Cr.  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

Leisure  Readings.    By  R.  A.  Proc- 
tor, E.  Clodd,  A.  Wilson,  T.  Foster 
and  A.  C.  Ranyard.     Cr.  8vo. ,  3s.  6d. 
%*  For  Mr.  Proctor's  other  books  see  pp.  16 
and  35,  and  Messrs.  Longmans  &  Co.'s  Cata- 
logue of  Scientific  Works. 
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Popular    Science    (Natural  History,  &c.) — continued. 

Stanley.  —A   Familiar   History  o f  ,  Wood  (Rev.  J.  G.) — continued. 
Birds.      By  E.  Stanley,    D.D.,  formerly  | 

Bishop  of  Norwich.  With  160  Illustrations,  j     Insects  Abroad  :    A   Popular  Ac- 
Cr.  8vo.,  3s.  6d.  count  of  Foreign  Insects,  their  Structure, 

Habits  and  Transformations.      With  600 


Wood  (Rev.  J.  G.). 

Homes  without  Hands:  A  Descrip- 
tion of  the  Habitations  of  Animals,  classed 
according  to  their  Principle  of  Construc- 
tion. With  140  Illustrations.  8vo.,  gilt 
top,  1%.  net. 

Insects  at  Home  :  A  Popular  Ac- 
count of  British  Insects,  their  Structure, 
Habits  and  Transformations.  With  700 
Illustrations.     8vo.,  gilt  top,  js.  net. 


Illustrations.     8vo.,  75.  net. 

Out    of  Doors;    a    Selection    of 

Original  Articles    on    Practical    Natural 

History.  With  11  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo., 
35.  6d. 


Petland     Revisited.       With 
Illustrations.      Cr.  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 
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Strange  Dwellings  :  a  Description 
of  the  Habitations  of  Animals,  abridged 
from  '  Homes  without  Hands  '.  With  60 
Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo.,  35.  6d. 


Works  of  Reference. 


Annual  Register  (The).     A  Review 

of  Public  Events  at  Home  and  Abroad,  for 
the  year  1903.     8vo  ,  185. 

Volumes  of  the  Annual  Register  for  the 
years  1863-1902  can  still  be  had.  185. 
each. 


Charities   Register,  The  Annual 

and  Digest:  being  a  Classified  Register 
of  Charities  in  or  available  in  the  Metropolis. 
8vo.,  5s.  net. 

Chisholm.  —  Handbook  of  Com- 
mercial Geography.  By  George  G. 
Chisholm,  M.A.,  B.Sc,  Fellow  of  the 
Royal  Geographical  and  Statistical 
Societies.  With  19  Folding-out  Maps  and 
Numerous  Maps  in  the  Text.  8vo.,  155.  net. 


Gwilt. — An  Encyclopaedia  of  Ar- 
chitecture. By  Joseph  Gwilt,  F.S.A. 
With  1700  Engravings.  Revised  (1888), 
with  Alterations  and  Considerable  Addi- 
tions by  Wyatt  Papworth.  8vo.,  215. 
net. 


Longmans'  Gazetteer  of  the 
World.  Edited  by  G  eorge  G.  Chis- 
holm, M. A.,  B.Sc.  Imperial  8vo.,  18s.  ne 
cloth  ;  215.  half-morocco. 


Maunder  (Samuel). 

Biographical  Treasury.  With 
Supplement  brought  down  to  1889.  By 
Rev.  James  Wood.     Fcp.  8vo.,  65. 

Treasury  of  Knowledge  and  Lib- 
rary of  Reference.     Fcp.  8vo.,  65. 

The  Trea suryof  Bo ta ny.  Edited 
by  J.  Lindley,  F.R.S.,  and  T.  Moore, 
F.L.S.  With  274  Woodcuts  and  20  Steei 
Plates.     2  vols.     Fcp.  8vo.,  125. 

Rich. — A  Dictionary  of  Roman  and 
Greek  Antiquities.  By  A.  Rich,  B.A. 
With  2000  Woodcuts.     Crown  8vo.,  65.  net. 

Roget.  —  Thesa  ur  us  of  English 
Words  and  Phrases.  Classified  and  Ar- 
ranged so  as  to  Facilitate  the  Expression  of 
Ideas  and  assist  in  Literary  Composition. 
By  Peter  Mark  Roget,  M.D.,  F.R.S. 
Recomposed  throughout,  enlarged  and  im- 
proved, partly  from  the  Author's  Notes,  and 
with  a  full  Index,  by  the  Author's  Son, 
John  Lewis  Roget.     Crown  8vo.,  9s.  net. 

W\\\\zh.-- Popular  Tables  for  giving 
information  for  ascertaining  the  value  of 
Lifehold,  Leasehold,  and  Church  Property, 
the  Public  Funds,  etc.  By  Charles  M. 
Willich.  Edited  by  H.  Bence  Jones. 
Crown  8vo.,   10s.  6d. 


32        MESSRS.  LONGMANS  &  CO.'S  STANDARD  AND  GENERAL  WORKS. 


Children's  Books. 


Alick's    Adventures- —  By    G.    R. 

With    8    Illustrations   by   John    Hassall. 
Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d. 

Bold  Turpin  :  a  Romance,  as  Sung 
by  Sam  Weller.  With  16  Illustrations  in 
Colour  by  L.  D.  L.    Oblong  4to.,  boards,  65. 

Brown. — The  Book  of  Saints  and 
Friendly  Beasts.  By  Abbie  Farwell 
Brown.  With  8  Illustrations  by  Fanny  Y. 
Cory.     Crown  8vo.,  45.  6d.  net. 

Crake  (Rev.  A.  D.). 

Edwy  the  Fair;  or,  The  First 
Chronicle  of  yEscendune.  Cr.  8vo. ,  silver 
top,  25.  net. 

Alfgar  the  Dane  ;  or,  The  Second 
Chronicle  of  iEscendune.  Cr.  8vo.,  silver 
top,  25.  net. 

The  Rival  Heirs  :  being  the  Third 
and  Last  Chronicle  of  ^scendune.  Cr. 
8vo.,  silver  top,  25.  net. 

The  House  of  Walderne.  A  Tale 
of  the  Cloister  and  the  Forest  in  the  Days 
of  the  Barons'  Wars.  Crown  8vo.,  silver 
top,  25.  net. 

Brian  Fitz- Count.  A  Story  of 
Wallingford  Castle  and  Dorchester 
Abbey.     Cr.  8vo.,   silver  top,  25.   net. 

Dent. — In  Search  of  Home  :  a 
Story  of  East-End  Waifs  and  Strays.  By 
Phyllis  O.  Dent.  With  a  Frontispiece 
in  Colour  by  Hamel  Lister.  Crown  8vo., 
35.  6d.  net. 

Henty  (G.  A.). — Edited  by. 

Yule  Logs  :  A  Story-Book  for  Boys. 
By  Various  Authors.  With  61  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  8vo.,  gilt  edges,  35.  net. 

Yule   Tide    Yarns  :   a  Story-Book 
.  for  Boys.    By  Various  Authors.    With 

45  Illustrations.      Cr.  8vo.,  gilt  edges,  35. 

net. 

Lang  (Andrew). — Edited  by. 

The  Blue  Fairy  Book.  With  138 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  gilt  edges,  65. 

The  Fed  Fairy  Book.  With  100 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  gilt  edges,  65. 


Lang   (Andrew)    Edited    by — con- 
tinued. 

The  Green  Fa  ir  y  Book.  With  99 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  gilt  edges,  65. 

The  Grey  Fairy  Book.  With  65 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  gilt  edges,  65. 

The  Yellow  Fairy  Book.     With 

104  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo.,  gilt  edges,  65. 
The  Fink  Fairy  Book.     With  67 

Illustrations.  Crown  8vo.,  gilt  edges,  65. 
The  Violet  Fairy  Book.    With  8 

Coloured  Plates  and  54  other  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo.,  gilt  edges,  65. 

The  Crimson  Fairy  Book.  With 
8  Coloured  Plates  and  43  other  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  8vo.,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

The  Brown  Fairy  Book.  With 
8  Coloured  Plates  and  42  other  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  8vo.,  gilt  edges,  65. 

The  Bl  ue  Foe  tr  y  Book.  With  1 00 
Illustrations.  Crown  8vo.,  gilt  edges,  65. 

The  True  Story  Book.  With  66 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  gilt  edges,  65. 

The  Red  Tr  ue  Stor  y  Book.  With 
100  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo.,  gilt  edges,  65. 

The  Animal  Story  Book.  With 
67  Illustrations.      Cr.  8vo.,  gilt  edges,  65. 

The  Red  Book  of  Animal  Stories. 
With  65  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo.,  gilt 
edges,  65. 

The  Arabian  Nights  Entertain 
MENTS.  With  66  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo., 
gilt  edges,  65. 

The  Book  of  Romance.  With  8 
Coloured  Plates  and  44  other  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.,  gilt  edges,  65. 


Lyall. — The  Burges  Letters  :  a 
Record  of  Child  Life  in  the  Sixties.  By 
Edna  Lyall.  With  Coloured  Frontispiece 
and  8  other  Full-page  Illustrations  by 
Walter  S.  Stacey.     Crown  8vo.,  25.  6d. 


Macdonald.  —  Babies'    Classics. 

Chosen  by  Lilia  Scott  Macdonald.  With 
67  Illustrations  and  37  Initial  Letters  by 
Arthur  Hughes.  Large  Crown  4to., 
45.  6d.  net. 

%*  This  book  is  a  collection  of  poems  that 
may  fairly  be  called  '  Children's  Classics '. 
They  are  selected  from  William  Blake,  Jane 
and  Anne  Taylor,  Mary  Howitt,  Isaac  Watts, 
Charles  Kingsley,  George  Macdonald,  etc. 
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Children's  Books — continued. 


Meade  (L.  T.). 
Daddy's  Boy.    With  8  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo.,  gilt  edges,  35.  net. 
Deb  and   the  Duchess.     With  7 

Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo.,  gilt  edges,  3s.  net. 
The  Beresford  Prize.      With   7 

Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo.,  gilt  edges,  35.  net. 
The  House  of  Surprises.    With  6 

Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo.,  gilt  edges,  35.  net. 

Packard.  —  The  Young  Ice 
Whalers  :  a  Tale  for  Boys.  By  Win- 
throp  Packard.  With  16  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.,  65. 

Penrose.  —  Chubby  :  a  Nuisance. 
By  Mrs.  Penrose.  With  8  Illustrations 
by  G.  G.  Manton.     Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d. 

Praeger  (Rosamond). 

The  Adventures  of  the  Three 
Bold  Babes:  Hector,  Honoria  and 
Alisander.  A  Story  in  Pictures.  With 
24  Coloured  Plates  and  24  Outline  Pic- 
tures.    Oblong  4to.,  35.  6d. 

The  Further  Doings  of  the  Three 
Bold  Babes.  With  24  Coloured  Pictures 
and  24  Outline  Pictures.  Oblong  4to.,3$.6d. 

Robbins. — Dutch  Doll  Ditties. 
Written  and  Illustrated  with  Photographs 
by  Louis  Robbins.     4to.,  boards,  25.  6d. 

Roberts.  —  The  Adventures  of 
Captain  John  Smith  :  Captain  of  Two 
Hundred  and  Fifty  Horse,  and  sometime 
President  of  Virginia.  By  E.  P.  Roberts. 
With  17  Illustrations  and  3  Maps.  Crown 
8vo.,  55.  net. 


Stevenson. — A  Child's  Garden  of 
Verses.  By  Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  gilt  top,  5s. 

Upton  (Florence  K.  and  Bertha). 

The  Adventures  of  Two  Dutch 
Dolls  and  a  '  Golliwogg".  With  31 
Coloured  Plates.     Oblong  4to.,  6s. 

The  Golliwogg 's  Bicycle  Club. 
With  31  Coloured  Plates.  Oblong  4to.,  6s. 

The  Golliwogg  at  the  Seaside. 
With  31  Coloured  Plates.  Oblong  4to. ,  6s. 

The  Golliwogg  in  War.  With  31 
Coloured  Plates.     Oblong  4to.,  65. 

The  Golliwogg's  Polar  Adven- 
tures. With  31  Coloured  Plates.  Ob- 
long 4to.,  6s. 

The    Golliwogg 's    Auto-go-cart. 

With  31  Coloured  Plates.  Oblong  4to. ,6s. 

The  Golliwogg  s  Air-Ship.    With 

30  Coloured  Plates.     Oblong  4to.,  6s. 
The  Golliwogg }s  Circus.    With  31 

Coloured  Plates.    Oblong  4to.,  boards,  6s. 
The  Golliwogg  in  Holland.  With 

29  Coloured  Plates.     Oblong  4to.,  6s. 
The  Vege-Men's  Revenge.     With 

31  Coloured  Plates.     Oblong  4to.,  6s. 

Vaughan. —  Old  Hendriks  Tales. 
By  Captain  Arthur  0.  Vaughan.  With 
12  Full-page  Illustrations  by  J.  A.  Shep- 
herd. Crown  8vo.,  6s. 
%*  This  is  a  volume  of  animal  stories  col- 
lected by  Captain  Vaughan  from  the  Hotten- 
tots during  the  late  Boer  War. 


The  Silver  Library, 


Crown  8vo.     3s.  6d.  each  Volume 
Arnold's  (Sir  Edwin)  Seas  and  Lands.    With 
71  Illustrations.     3s.  6d. 


Bagehot's  1 W.)  Biographical  Studies,     y.  6d. 

Bagehot's  (W.)  Economic  Studies.     3^.  6d. 

Bagehot's  (W.)  Literary  Studies.  With  Portrait. 
3  vols.,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Baker's  (Sir   S.   W.)  Eight   Years  in  Ceylon. 

With  6  Illustrations.     3s.  6d. 

Baker's  (Sir  S.  W.)  Rifle  and  Hound  in  Ceylon. 

With  6  Illustrations,     y.  6d. 

Baring-Gould's  (Rev.  S.)  Curious  Myths  of  the 
Middle  Ages.     3^.  6d. 

Baring-Gould's  (Rev.  S.)  Origin  and  Develop- 
ment of  Religious  Belief.    2  vols.    3s.  6d.  each. 

Becker's  (W.  A.)  Gall  us :  or,  Roman  Scenes  in  the 
Time  of  Augustus.     With  26  Illus.     3s.  6d. 


Becker's  (W.  A.)  Charicles:  or,  Illustrations  of 
the  Private  Life  of  the  Ancient  Greeks. 
With  26  Illustrations.     3s.  6d. 

Bent's  (J.  T.)  The  Ruined  Cities  of  Mashona- 
land.     With  117  Illustrations.     3s.  6d. 

Brassey's  (Lady)  A  Yoyage  in  the  '  Sunbeam  '. 

With  66  Illustrations.     3;.  6d. 

Buckle's  (H.  T.)  History  of  Civilisation  in 
England.     3  vols.     10s.  6d. 

Churchill's  (Winston  S.)  The  Story  of  the 
Malakand  Field  Force,  1897.  With  6  Maps 
and  Plans.     3^.  6d. 

Clodd's  (E.)  Story  of  Creation :  a  Plain  Accoun 
of  Evolution.     With  77  Illustrations.    3s.  6d. 

Conybeare  (Rev.  W.  J.)  and  Howson's  (Very 
Rev.  J.  S.)  Life  and  Epistles  of  St.  Paul. 

With  46  Illustrations.     3s.  6d. 
Dougall's  (L.)  Beggars  All :  a  Novel.     3s.  6d. 
Doyle's  (Sir  A.  Conan)  Micah  Clarke.    A  Tale  of 

Monmoutn's  Rebellion.  With  10  Illusts.  3s.  6d. 
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The  Silver  Library — continued. 


Doyle's  (Sir  A.  Conan)  The  Captain  of  the 
Polestar,  and  other  Tales.     3^.  6d. 

Doyle's  (Sir  A.  Conan)  The  Refugees :  A  Tale  of 
the  Huguenots.    With  25  Illustrations.     3^6^. 

Doyle's  (Sir  A.  Conan)  The  Stark  Munro  Letters. 
35.  6d. 

Froude's  (J.  A.)  The  History  of  England,  from 
the  Fall  of  Wolsey  to  the  Defeat  of  the 
Spanish  Armada.     12  vols.     35.  6d.  each. 

Froude's  (J.  A.)  The  English  in  Ireland.  3  vols. 
10 s.  6d. 

Froude's  (J.  A.)  The  Divorce  of  Catherine  of 
Aragon.     3^.  6d. 

Froude's   (J.   A.)    The   Spanish   Story    of   the 

Armada,  and  other  Essays,     y.  6d. 

Froude's  (J.  A.)  English  Seamen  in  the  Sixteenth 
Century.     y.  6d. 

Froude's  (J.  A.)  Short  Studies  on  Great  Sub- 
jects.    4  vols.     y.  6d.  each. 

Froude's  (J.  A.)  Oceana,  or  England  and  Her 
Colonies.     With  9  Illustrations.     3*.  6d. 

Froude's  (J.  A.)  The  Council  of  Trent.    3*.  6d. 

Froude's  (J.  A.)  The  Life  and  Letters  of 
Erasmus,     y.  6d. 

Froude's  (J.  A.)  Thomas  Carlyle :  a  History  of 
his  Life. 
1795-1835.  2  vols.  7-f.     1834-1881.  2  vols.  75. 

Froude's  (J.  A.)  Csesar  :  a  Sketch.     3^.  6d. 

Froude's  (J.  A.)  The  Two  Chiefs  of  Dunboy :  an 

Irish  Romance  of  the  Last  Century.     y.  6d. 

Froude's   (J.    A.)    Writings,    Selections    from. 

3s.  6d. 

Gleig's  (Rev.  G.  R.)  Life  of  the  Duke  of 
Wellington.     With  Portrait,     y.  6d. 

Greville's  (C.  C.  F.)  Journal  of  the  Reigns  of 
King  George  IY.,  King  William  IV.,  and 
Queen  Victoria.     8  vols. ,  3*.  6d.  each. 

Haggard's  (H.  R.)  She :  A  History  of  Adventure. 
With  32  Illustrations.     3*.  6d. 


Haggard's  (H.  R.)    Allan   Quatermain. 

20  Illustrations,     y.  6d. 


With 


Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Colonel  Quaritch,  V.C.  :  a 
Tale  of  Country  Life.  With  Frontispiece 
and  Vignette.      y.   6d. 

Haggard's  (H.  R.)lCleopatra.  With  29  Illustra- 
tions,    y.  6d. 

Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Eric  Brighteyes.  With  52 
Illustrations.      35.   6d. 


Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Beatrice.     With  Frontispie 
and  Vignette.     3J.  6d. 

Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Black  Heart  and  White  Heai 

With  33  Illustrations,     y.  6d. 

Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Allan's  Wife.    With  34  Illu 
trations.     y.  6d. 

Haggard  (H.  R.)  Heart  of  the  World.     Wi 

15  Illustrations.     3^.  6d. 

Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Montezuma's  Daughter.  Wi 

25  Illustrations.     y.  6d. 

Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Swallow  :  a  Tale  of  the  Gre 
Trek.     With  8  Illustrations.     y.  6d. 

Haggard's  (H.  R.)  The  Witch's  Head.     Wii 

16  Illustrations,     y.  6d. 

Haggard's  (H.  R.)   Mr.  Meeson's  Will.     Wii 

16  Illustrations,     y.  6d. 

Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Nada  the  Lily.  With  23 
Illustrations,     y.  6d. 

Haggard's (H.  R.)  Dawn.  With  i6Illusts.  y.  6d. 

Haggard's  (H.  R.)  The  People  of  the  Mist.  With 
16  Illustrations.     3^.  6^. 

Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Joan  Haate.  With  20  Illus- 
trations,    y.  6d. 

Haggard  (H.  R.)  and  Lang's  (A.)  The  World's 
Desire.     With  27  Illustrations,     y.  6d. 

Harte's  (Bret)  In  the  Carquinez  Woods  and 
other  Stories.     35.  6./. 

Helmholtz's  (Hermann  von)  Popular  Lectures 
on  Scientific  Subjects.  With  68  Illustrations. 
2  vols.     35.  6d.  each. 

Hope's  (Anthony)  The  Heart  of  Princess  Osra. 

With  9  Illustrations.      3^.  6d. 

Howitt's  (W.)  Yisits   to   Remarkable   Places. 

With  80  Illustrations,     y.  6d. 

Jefferies'   (R.)   The    Story  of  My  Heart :    Ml 

Autobiography.     With  Portrait,     y.  6d. 

Jefferies'  (R.)  Field  and  Hedgerow.  With 
Portrait,     y.  6d. 

Jefferies' (R.)  Red  Deer.   With  17  Illusts.   y.  6J. 

Jefferies'  (R.)  Wood  Magic:  a  Fable.  With 
Frontispiece  and  Vignette  by  E.  V.  B.     3^  6d. 

Jefferies  (R.)  The  Toilers  of  the  Field.  With 
Portrait  from  the  Bust  in  Salisbury  Cathedral. 
3.*.  6d. 

Kaye  (Sir  J.)  and  Malleson's  (Colonel)  History 
of  the  Indian  Mutiny  of  1837-8.  6  vols. 
y.  6d.  each. 

Knight's  (E.  F.)  The  Cruise  of  the    •  Alerte  ': 

the  Narrative  of  a  Search  for  Treasure  on 
the  Desert  Island  of  Trinidad.  With  2 
Maps  and  23  Illustrations.     3.J.  6d. 
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The  Silver   Library — continued. 


Knight's  (E.  F.)  Where  Three  Empires  Meet:  a 

Narrative  of  Recent  Travel  in  Kashmir 
Western  Tibet,  Baltistan,  Gilgit.  With  a  Map 
and  54  Illustrations.     y.  bd. 

Knight's  (E.  F.)  The  '  Falcon '  on  the  Baltic :  a 

Coasting  Voyage  from  Hammersmith  to 
Copenhagen  in  a  Three-Ton  Yacht.  With 
Map  and  11  Illustrations.     3^.  bd. 

Knight's  (E.  F.)   The  Cruise  of  the  '  Falcon.' 

A  Voyage  to  South  America  in  a  30-Ton 
Yacht.  With  2  Maps  and  13  Illustrations. 
y.  6d. 

Kostlin's  (J.)  Life  of  Luther.  With  62  Illustra- 
tions and  4  Facsimiles  of  MSS.     35.  6d. 

Lang's  (A.)  Angling  Sketches.  With  20  Illustra- 
tions,    y.  6d. 

Lang's  (A.)  Custom  and  Myth:  Studies  of  Early 
Usage  and  Belief.     35.  6d,  1 

Lang's  (A.)  Cock  Lane  and  Common-Sense.  y.6d.  j 

Lang's  (A.)  The  Book  of  Dreams  and  Ghosts, 

y.  6d. 

Lang's  (A.)  A  Monk  of  Fife  :  a  Story  of  the 
Days  of  Joan  of  Arc.  With  13  Illustrations. 
y.  6d. 

Lang's  (A.)  Myth,  Ritual,  and  Religion.  2  vols.  ys. 

Lees  (J.  A.)  and  Clutterbuck's  (W.  J.)  B.C. 
1837,  A  Ramble  in  British  Columbia.  With 
Maps  and  75  Illustrations,     y.  6d 

Levett-Yeats'    (S.)    The    Chevalier    D'Auriac. 

y.  6d. 

Macaulay's  (Lord)  Complete  Works.  '  Albany  ' 
Edition.  With  12  Portraits.  12  vols.  3^.  6d. 
each. 

Macauiay's  (Lord)  Essays  and  Lays  of  Ancient 

Rome,  etc.  With  Portrait  and  4  Illustrations 
to  the  '  Lays  '.      35  6d. 

Hacleod's  (H.  D.)  Elements  of  Banking,    y.  6d. 

Marshman's  (J.  C.)  Memoirs  of  Sir  Henry 
Havelock.     2s-  6d. 

Mason  (A.  E.  W.)  and  Lang's  (A.)  Parson  Kelly. 

y.  6d. 

Merivale's  (Dean)  History  of  the  Romans 
under  the  Empire.     8  vols.     y.  6d.  each. 

Mill's  (J.  S.)  Political  Economy,     y.  6d. 

Mill's  (J.  S.)  System  of  Logic.     3s.  6d. 

Milner's  (Geo.)  Country  Pleasures  :  the  Chroni- 
cle of  n  Year  chiefly  in  a  Garden,     y.  6d. 

Nansen's  (F.)  The  First  Crossing  of  Greenland. 

With  142  Illustrations  and  a  Map.     y.  bd. 

Phillipps-Wolley's  (C.)  Snap :  a  Legend  of  the 
Lone  Mountain    With  13  Illustrations,   y.  6d. 


Proctor's  (R.  A.)  The  Orbs  Around  Us.      y.  6d. 

Proctor's  (R,  A.)  The  Expanse  of  Heaven,  y.  6d. 

Proctor's  (R.  A.)  Light  Science  for  Leisure 
Hours.     3*.  6d. 

Proctor's  (R.  A.)  The  Moon.     y.  6d. 

Proctor's  (R.  A.)  Other  Worlds  than  Ours.  y.bd. 

Proctor's  (R.  A.)  Our  Place  among  Infinities  : 

a  Series  of  Essays  contrasting  our  Little 
Abode  in  Space  and  Time  with  the  Infinities 
around  us.     y.  6d. 

Proctor's  (R.  A.)  Other  Suns  than  Ours.  y.  6d. 

Proctor's  (R.  A.)  Rough  Ways  made  Smooth. 

y.  6d. 

Proctor's(R.A.)PleasantWaysin  Science.  y.bd. 

Proctor's  (R.  A.)  Myths  and  Marvels  of  As- 
tronomy.    2s-  6</. 

Proctor's  (R.  A.)  Nature  Studies,     y.  6J. 

Proctor's  (R.  A.)  Leisure  Readings.  By  R.  A. 
Pkoctok,  Edward  Clodd,  Andrew 
Wilson,  Thomas  Foster,  and  A.  C. 
Ranyard.     With  Illustrations,     y.  6d. 

Rossetti's  (Maria  F.)  A  Shadow  of  Dante,  y.  6d. 

Smith's  (R.  Bosworth)  Carthage  and  the  Cartha- 
ginians.    With  Maps,  Pians,  etc.     3^.  6d. 

Stanley's  (Bishop)  Familiar  History  of  Birds. 
With  160  Illustrations.     3^.  6d. 

Stephen's  (Sir  Leslie)  The  Playground  of  Europe 
(The  Alps).     With  4  Illustrations,     y.  6d. 

Stevenson's  (R.  L.)  The  Strange  Case  of  Dr. 
Jekyll  and  Mr.  Hyde;  with  other  Fables.  y.  bd. 

Stevenson  (R.  L.)  and  Osbourne's  (LI.)  The 
Wrong  Box.     3s.  bd. 

Stevenson  (Robert  Louis)  and  Stevenson's 
\Fanny  van  de  Grift)  More  New  Arabian 
Nights. — The  Dynamiter,     y.  bd. 

Trevelyan's  (Sir  G.  0.)  The  Early  History  of 
Charles  James  Fox.     3^.  bd. 

Weyman's  (Stanley  J.)  The  House  of  the 
Wolf :  a  Romance.     35.  bd. 

Wood's  (Rev.  J.  G.)  Petland  Revisited.  With 
33  Illustrations      y.  bd. 

Wood's  (Rev.  J.  G.)  Strange  Dwellings.  With 
60  Illustrations,     y.  bd. 

Wood's  (Rev.  J.  G.)  Out  of  Doors.  With  11 
Illustrations.     3*.  bd. 
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Cookery,   Domestie  Management,   &e, 


Acton.  —  Modern  Cookery.  By 
Eliza  Acton.  With  150  Woodcuts.  Fcp. 
8vo.,  45.  6d. 

Angwin. — Simple  Hints  on  Choice 

OF  Food,  with  Tested  and  Economical 
Recipes.  For  Schools,  Homes,  and  Classes 
for  Technical  Instruction.  By  M.  C.  Angwin, 
Diplomate  (First  Class)  of  the  National 
Union  for  the  Technical  Training  of  Women, 
etc.  .Crown  8vo.,  15. 

Ashby. — Health  in  the  Nursery. 
By  Henry  Ashby,  M.D.,  F.R.C.P.,  Physi- 
cian to  the  Manchester  Children's  Hospital. 
With  25  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo.,  35.  net. 

Bull  (Thomas,  M.D.). 

Hints  to  Mothers  on  the  Man- 
agement of  their  Health  during  the 
Period  of  Pregnancy.  Fcp.  8vo.,  sewed, 
15.  6d.  ;  cloth,  gilt  edges,  25.  net. 

The  Maternal  Management  of 
Children  in  Health  and  Disease. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  sewed,  is.  6d.  ;  cloth,  gilt 
edges,  25.  net. 

De  Salis  (Mrs.). 

A  la  Mode  Cookery  :  Up-to- 
date  Recipes.  With  24  Plates  (16  in 
Colour).     Crown  8vo.,55.  net. 

Cakes  and  Confections  A  la 
Mode.     Fcp.  8vo.,  15.  6d. 

Dogs:  A  Manual  for  Amateurs. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  15.  6d. 

Dressed  Game  and  Poultry  2  la 
Mode.     Fcp.  8vo.,  15.  6d. 

Dressed  Vegetables  a  la  Mode. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  15   6d. 


Fcp. 


De  Salis   (Mrs.)— continued. 
Drinks  2  la  Mode.  Fcp.  8vo.,  is.6d.\ 
Entries  a  la   Mode.     Fcp.  8vo./ 

15.  6d. 
Floral  Decorations.      Fcp.  8vo.,' 

15.  6d. 
Gardening  a  la  Mode.     Fcp.  8vo. 

Part    I.,   Vegetables,    15.    6d.     Part   II., 

Fruits,   15.  6d. 

National  Viands  a  la  Mode. 

8vo.,  15.  6d. 
New-laid  Eggs.     Fcp.  8vo.,  15.  6d. 
Oysters  a   la   Mode.     Fcp.  8vo., 

15.  6d. 

Puddings  and  Pastry  a  la  Mode. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  15.  6d. 

Savouries  a  la  Mode.  Fcp.  8vo., 
15. 6d. 

Soups  and  Dressed  Pish  a  la 
Mode.     Fcp.  8vo.,  15.  6d. 

Sweets  and  Supper  Dishes  a  la 
Mode.     Fcp.  8vo.,  15.  6d. 

Tempting  Dishes  for  Small  In- 
comes.    Fcp.  8vo.,  15.  6d. 

Wrinkles  and  Notions  for 
E  very  Household.     Crown  8vo. ,  15.  6d. 

Poole. — Cookery  for  the  Diabetic. 
By  W.  H.  and  Mrs.  Poole.  With  Preface 
by  Dr.  Pavy.     Fcp.  8vo.,  25.  6d. 

Rotheram.  —  Household  Cookery 
Recipes.  By  M.  A.  Rotheram,  First  Class 
Diplomee,  National  Training  School  of 
Cookery,  London  ;  Instructress  to  the  Bed- 
fordshire County  Council.     Crown  8vo.,  25. 


The  Fine  Arts  and  Music, 


Benn. — Style  in  Furniture.  By 
R.  Davis  Benn.  With  102  Plates  by  W. 
C.  Baldock.     8vo.,  215.  net. 

Burne-Jones. — The  Beginning  of 

the  World  :  Twenty-five  Pictures  by 
Sir  Edward  Burne-Jones,  Bart.  Medium 
4to.,  boards,  75.  6d.  net. 

Burns  and  Colenso. — Living  Ana- 
tomy. By  Cecil  L.  Burns,  R.B.A.,  and 
Robert  J.  Colenso,  M.A.,  M.D.  40  Plates, 
\\\  by  8|  ins.,  each  Plate  containing  Two 
Figures — (a)  A  Natural  Male  or  Female 
Figure  ;  (b)  The  same  Figure  Anatomatised. 
In  a  Portfolio,  75.  6d.  net. 

Ellgood     and    Jekyll.— Some 

English  Gardens,  after  Drawings  by 
George  S.  Ellgood,  R.I.,  with  Notes  by 
Gertrude  Jekyll.  50  Coloured  Plates. 
Royal  4to.,  425.  net. 


Hamlin.—  A  Text-Book  of  the 
History  of  Architecture.  By  A.  D.  F. 
Hamlin,  A.M.  With  229  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.,  75.  6d. 

Haweis  (Rev.  H.  R.). 
Music  and  Morals.    With  Portrait 

of  the  Author.     Crown  8vo.,  65.  net. 
My  Musical  Life.     With  Portrait 
of  Richard  Wagner   and  3  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.,  65.  net. 

Huish,    Head,   and    Longman.— 

Samplers  and  Tapestry  Embroideries. 
By  Marcus  B.  Huish,  LL.B. ;  also  '  The 
Stitchery  of  the  Same,'  by  Mrs.  Head; 
and  '  Foreign  Samplers,'  by  Mrs.  C.  J. 
Longman.  With  30  Reproductions  in 
Colour,  and  40  Illustrations  in  Mono- 
chrome.    4to.,  £2  25.  net. 
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Henderson.  —  Modern    Musical 

Drift.     By  W.    J.    Henderson.     Crown 
8vo.,  45.  6d. 

Hullah. — The  History  of  Modern 
Music.     By  John  Hullah.     8vo.,  8s.  6d. 

Jameson  (Mrs.  Anna). 

Sacred  and  Legendary  Art,  con- 
taining Legends  of  the  Angels  and  Arch- 
angels, the  Evangelists,  the  Apostles,  the 
Doctors  of  the  Church,  St.  Mary  Mag- 
dalene, the  Patron  Saints,  the  Martyrs, 
the  Early  Bishops,  the  Hermits,  and  the 
Warrior-Saints  of  Christendom,  as  repre- 
sented in  the  Fine  Arts.  With  19  Etchings 
and  187  Woodcuts.    2  vols.    8vo.,  20s.  net. 

Legends  of  the  Monastic  Orders, 
as  represented  in  the  Fine  Arts,  com- 
prising the  Benedictines  and  Augustines, 
and  Orders  derived  from  their  Rules,  the 
Mendicant  Orders,  the  Jesuits,  and  the 
Order  of  the  Visitation  of  St.  Mary.  With 
11  Etchings  and  88  Woodcuts.  1  vol. 
8vo.,  10s.  net. 

Legends  of  the  Madonna,  or 
Blessed  Virgin  Mary.  Devotional  with 
and  without  the  Infant  Jesus,  Historical 
from  the  Annunciation  to  the  Assumption, 
as  represented  in  Sacred  and  Legendary 
Christian  Art.  With  27  Etchings  and 
165  Woodcuts.     1  vol.     8vo.,  105.  net. 

The  History  of  Our  Lord,  as  ex- 
emplified in  Works  of  Art,  with  that  of 
His  Types,  St.  John  the  Baptist,  and 
other  persons  of  the  Old  and  New  Testa- 
ment. Commenced  by  the  late  Mrs. 
Jameson  ;  continued  and  completed  by 
Lady  Eastlake.  With  31  Etchings 
and  281  Woodcuts.    2  vols.    8vo.,  205.  net. 

Macfarren.  —  Lectures  on  Har- 
mony. By  Sir  George  A.  Macfarren. 
8vo.,  12s. 

Matthay. —  The  Act  of  Touch  in 
all  its  Diversity.  An  Analysis  and 
Synthesis  of  Pianoforte  Tone  Production. 
By  Tobias  Matthay,  Fellow  and  Professor 
of  the  Royal  Academy  of  Music,  London, 
etc.     With  22  Illustrations.     8vo.,  ys.  6d. 

Morris  (William). 

Architecture,  Industry  and 
Wealth.  Collected  Papers.  Crown 
8vo.,  6s.  net. 

Hopes  and  Fears  for  Art.  Five 
Lectures  delivered  in  Birmingham,  Lon- 
don, etc.,  in  1878-1881.     Cr  8vo.,  4s.  6d. 


Morris  (William) — continued. 
An  Address    delivered   at   the 
Distribution  of  Prizes  to  Students 

OF  THE  BlRMINGHA  mMuA  ICIPAL  SCHOOL 

of  Art  on  21ST  February,  1894.     8vo., 
2s.  6d.  net.     (Printed  in  '  Golden  '  Type.) 

Some  Hints  on  Pattern-Design- 
ing :  a  Lecture  delivered  at  the  Working 
Men's  College,  London,  on  10th  Decem- 
ber, 1881.  8vo.,  2s.  6d.  net.  (Printed  in 
'  Golden  '  Type.) 

Arts  and  its  Producers  (1888) 
and  the  Arts  and  Crafts  of  To-day 
(1889).  8vo.,  2s.  6d.  net.  (Printed  in 
'Golden'  Type.) 

Arts    and    Crafts   Assays.       By 
Members  of  the  Arts  and  Crafts  Exhibition 
Society.      With  a  Preface   by  William 
Morris.      Crown  8vo.,  2s.  6d.  net. 
*#*  For    Mr.    William    Morris's   other 
Works,  see  pp.  24,  27,  28  and  40. 

Newlandsmith.  —  The    Temple  of 

Art:  A  Plea  for  the  Higher  Realisation 
of  the  Artistic  Vocation.  By  Ernest 
Newlandsmith.  With  Frontispiece.  Cr. 
8vo.,  35.  6d.  net. 

Scott. — Portraitures  of  Julius 
Cmsar  :  a  Monograph.  By  Frank  Jesup 
Scott.  With  38  Plates  and  49  Figures  in 
the  Text.      Imperial  8vo.,  21s.  net. 

Vanderpoel.  —  Colour    Problems  : 

a  Practical  Manual  for  the  Lay  Student  of 
Colour.  By  Emily  Noyes  Vanderpoel. 
With  117  Plates  in  Colour.  Sq.  8vo.,  21s.  net. 

Van  Dyke. — A  Text-Book  on  the 
History  of  Painting.  By  John  C.  Van 
Dyke.    With  no  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo.,  6s. 

Wellington. — A  Descriptive  and 
Historical  Catalogue  of  the  Collec- 
tions of  Pictures  and  Sculpture  at 
Apsley  House,  London.  By  Evelyn, 
Duchess  of  Wellington.  Illustrated  by  52 
Photo-Engravings,  specially  executed  by 
Braun,  Clement,  &  Co.,  of  Paris.  2  vols., 
royal  4to.,  £6  6s.  net. 

Willard. — History  of  Modern 
Italian  Art.  By  Ashton  Rollins 
Willard.  Part  I.  Sculpture.  Part  II. 
Painting.  Part  III.  Architecture.  With 
Photogravure  Frontispiece  and  numerous 
full-page  Illustrations.      8vo.,  21s.  net. 

Wotton. — The  Elements  of  Archi- 
tecture. Collected  by  Henry  Wotton, 
Kt.,  from  the  best  Authors  and  Examples. 
Royal  i6mo.,  boards,  10s.  6d.  net. 
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Miscellaneous  and  Critical  Works. 


American     Literary     Criticism. 

Se  ected  and  Edited,  with  an  Introductory 
Essay,  by  William  Morton  Payne,  LL.D. 
Crown  8vo.,  65.  net. 

Auto  da  Fe   and  other  Essays : 

some  being  Essays  in  Fiction.  By  the 
Author  of  '  Essays  in  Paradox '  and  '  Ex- 
ploded Ideas'.     Crown  8vo.,  55. 

Bagehot.— Literary  Studies.  By 
Walter  Bagehot.  With  Portrait.  3  vols. 
Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Baring-Gould.—  Curious  Myths  of 
the  Middle  Ages.  By  Rev.  S.  Baring- 
Gould.     Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

Baynes.  —  Shakespeare  Studies, 
and  other  Essays.  By  the  late  Thomas 
Spencer  Baynes,  LL.B.,  LL.D.  With  a 
Biographical  Preface  by  Professor  Lewis 
Campbell.     Crown  8vo.,  75.  6d. 

Bonnell.  —  Charlotte  Bronte, 
George  Eliot,  Jane  Austen:  Studies  in 
their  Works.  By  Henry  H.  Bonnell. 
Crown  8vo.,  js.  6d.  net. 

Booth.  —  The  Discovery  and  De- 
cipherment of  the  Trilingual  Cunei- 
form Inscriptions.  By  Arthur  John 
Booth,  M.A.  With  a  Plan  of  Persepolis. 
8vo.     145.  net. 

Burgoyne. —  Collotype  Facsimile 
and  Type  Transcript  of  an  Eliza- 
bethan Manuscript,  preserved  at 
Alnwick  Castle,  Northumberland. 
Transcribed  and  Edited  with  Notes  and 
Introduction  by  Frank  J.  Burgoyne,  Lib- 
rarian of  the  Lambeth  Public  Libraries. 
With  go  full-page  Collotype  Facsimiles  and 
4  other  Illustrations.  Royal  4to.,  £4  45. 
net. 

Charities  Register,  The  Annual, 

and  Digest:  being  a  Classified  Register 
of  Charities  in  or  available  in  the  Metropolis. 
8vo.,  55.  net. 

Christie. — Selected  Essays.  By 
Richard  Copley  Christie,  M.A.,  Oxon. 
Hon.  LL.D.,  Vict.  With  2  Portraits  and  3 
other  Illustrations.     8vo.,  12s.  net. 

Dickinson. — King  Arthur  in  Corn- 
wall. By  W.  Howship  Dickinson,  M.D. 
With  5  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  45.  6d. 

Essays  in  Paradox.    By  the  Author 

of  '  Exploded  Ideas  '  and  '  Times  and 
Days  '.     Crown  8vo.,  55. 


Evans. —  The  Ancient  Stone  Im- 
plements, Weapons  and  Ornamenis  of 
Great  Britain.  By  Sir  John  Evans, 
K.C.B.  With  537  Illustrations.  8vo., 
1  os.  6d.  net. 

Fitzwygram.  —   Horses       and 

Stables.  By  Lieut. -General  Sir  F. 
Fitzwygram,  Bart.  With  56  pages  of 
Illustrations.     8vo.,  35.  net. 

Frost.  —  A  Medley  Book.  By 
George  Frost.     Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d.  net. 

G  i  1  k  e  S .  —  The  Ne  w  Re  vol  ution. 
By  A.  H.  Gilkes,  Master  of  Dulwich 
College.      Fcp.  8vo.,  15.  net. 

Haggard  (H.  Rider). 

A  Farmer's  Year:  being  his  Com- 
monplace Book  for  1898.  With  36  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d.  net. 

A  Gardener's  Year.  With  26  Illus- 
trations.    8vo.,  125.  6d.  net. 

Rural  England.  With  23  Agri- 
cultural Maps  and  56  Illustrations  from 
Photographs.     2  vols.,  8vo.,  365.  net. 

Harvey- Brooks. — Marriage  and 
Marriages  :  Before  and  After,  for  Young 
and  Old.  By  E.  C.  Harvey-Brooks 
Crown  8vo.,  45.  net. 

Hime. — Gunpowder  and  Ammuni- 
tioa  :  their  Origin  and  Progress.  By 
Lieut. -Colonel  Henry  W.  L.  Hime.  8vo., 
95.  net. 

Hodgson. — Outcast  Essays  and 
Verse  Translations.  By  Shadworth 
H.  Hodgson.     Crown  8vo.,  8s.  6d. 

Hoenig.  —  Inquiries  concerning 
the  Tactics  of  the  Future.  By  Fritz 
Hoenig.  With  1  Sketch  in  the  Text  and  5 
Maps.  Translated  by  Captain  H.  M.  Bower. 
8vo.,  155.  net. 

Hutchinson. — Dreams  and  their 
Meanings.  By  Horace  G.  Hutchinson. 
8vo.,  gilt  top,  gs.  6d.  net. 

JefTeries  (Richard). 

Field  and  Hedgerow :  With  Por- 
trait.    Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

The  Story  of  My  Heart:  my 
Autobiography.     Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

Red  Deer.  With  17  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

The  Toilers  of  the  Field.  Crown 
8vo.,  35.  6d. 

Wood  Magic  :  a  Fable.  Crown 
8vo.,  35.  6d. 
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Jekyll  (Gertrude). 

Home  and  Garden  :  Notes  and 
Thoughts,  Practical  and  Critical,  of  a 
Worker  in  both.  With  53  Illustrations 
from  Photographs.     8vo.,  105.  6d.  net. 

Wood  and  Garden:  Notes  and 
Thoughts,  Practical  and  Critical,  of  2 
Working  Amateur.  With  71  Photographs. 
8vo..  105.  6d.  net. 

Old  West  Surrey  :  Some  Recol- 
lections. With  330  Illustrations  from 
Photographs  by  the  Author.  8vo.,  135.net. 

Johnson  (J.  &J.  H.). 

The  Patentee 's  Manual  :  a 
Treatise  on  the  Law  and  Practice  of 
Letters  Patent.     8vo.,  105.  6d. 

An  Epitome  of  the  Law  and 
Practice  connected  with  Patents 
for  Iafentions,  with  a  reprint  of  the 
Patents  Acts  of  1883,  1885,  1886  and 
1888.     Crown  8vo.,  25.  6d. 

Jordan. — Astronomical  and  His- 
torical Chronology  in  the  Battle  of 
the  Centuries.  By  William  Leighton 
Jordan.     Crown  8vo.,  25.  net. 

Joyce. —  The  Origin  and  History 
of  Irish  Names  of  Places.  By  P.  W. 
Joyce,  LL.D.    2  vols.    Crown  8vo.,  55.  each. 

Lang  (Andrew). 

Letters  to  Dead  Authors.  Fcp. 
8vo.,   25.    6d.   net. 

Boons  and  Bookmen.  With  2 
Coloured  Plates  and  17  Illustrations. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  25.  6d.  net. 

Old  Friends.   Fcp.  8vo.,  25.  6d.  net. 

/,etters  on  Literature.  Fcp. 
8vo.,  25.  6d.  net. 

Essays  in  Little.  With  Portrait 
of  the  Author.     Crown  8vo.,  25.  6d. 

Cock   Lane    and    Common-Sense. 

Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d. 

The  Book  of  Dreams  and  Ghosts. 

Crown  8vo.,  35.  bd. 

Matthews. — Notes  on  Speech- 
Making.  By  Brander  Matthews.  Fcp. 
8vo.,  15.  6d.  net. 


Max  Miiller  (The  Right  Hon.  F.). 
Collected  Works.    20  vols.   Vols. 

I. -XIX.       Crown    8vo.,     55.    each.     Vol. 

XX.,   75.   6d.   net. 

Vol.  I.  Natural  Religion :  the  Gifford 

Lectures,.  1888. 
Vol.  II.  Physical  Religion:  the  Gifford 

Lectures,  1890. 
Vol.  III.    Anthropological  Religion: 

the  Gifford  Lectures,  189 1. 
Vol.  IV.    Theosophy  :  or,   Psychological 

Religion  :  the  Gifford  Lectures,  1892. 

Chips  from  a  German  Workshop. 

Vol.  V.   Recent  Essays  and  Addresses. 

Vol.  VI.  Biographical  Essays. 

Vol.  VII.  Essays  on  Language  and  Litera- 
ture. 

Vol.  VIII.  Essays  on  Mythology  and 
Folk-lore. 


Vol.  IX.  The  Origin  and  Growth  of 
Rel/gion,  as  Illustrated  by  the  Re- 
ligions of  India  :  the  Hibbert  Lectures, 
1878. 

Vol.  X.  Biographies  of  Words,  and 
the  Home  of  the  Aryas. 

Vols.  XL,  XII.  The  Science  of 
Language  :  Founded  on  Lectures  de- 
livered at  the  Royal  Institution  in  1861 
and  1863.     2  vols.     105. 

Vol.  XIII.  India  :  What  can  it  Teach 
Us? 

Vol.  XIV.  Introduction  to  the 
Science  of  Religion.  Four  Lectures, 
1870. 

Vol.  XV.  Ramakrishxa  :  his  Life  and 
Sayings. 

Vol.  XVI.  Three  Lectures  on  the 
V  ed ant  a  Philosophy,  1894. 

Vol.  XVII.  Last  Essays.  First  Series. 
Essays  on  Language,  Folk-lore,  etc. 

Vol.  XVIII.  Last  Essays.  Second  Series. 
Essays  on  the  Science  of  Religion. 

Vol.  XIX.    The  Silesian  Horseherd 
('  Das  Pferdeburla  ')  :  Questions  of  the 
Hour  answered  by  F.   Max   Muller. 
Translated    by    Oscar    A.    Fechter, 
Mayor  of  North  Jakima,  U.S.A.    With 
a   Preface   by  J.   Estlin    Carpenter 
Crown  8vo.,  55. 
*#*  This  is  a  translation  of  a  ivork  whicJi 
was  published  some  years  back   in   Germany, 
but  which  is  now  for  the  first  time  translated 
into  English.     It  consists  of  a  controversy  on 
religion   carried   on    between    Professor   Max 
Muller   and    an    unknown    correspondent    in 
America. 

Vol ..XX.  The  Six  Systems  of  Indian 
Philosophy    Crown  8vo.,  75.  6d.  net. 


4o 


MESSRS.  LONGMANS  &  CO.'S  STANDARD  AND  GENERAL  WORKS. 


Miscellaneous  and  Critical  Works — continued. 


Milner. — Country  Pleasures:  the 
Chronicle  of  a  Year  chiefly  in  a  Garden. 
By  George  Milner.     Crown  8vo.,  35.  bd. 

Morris. — Signs  of  Change.  Seven 
Lectures  delivered  on  various  Occasions. 
By  William  Morris.     Post  8vo.,  45.  6d. 

Myers. — Fragments  of  Prose  and 
Poetry.  By  Frederic  H.  W.  Myers. 
Edited  by  his  Wife,  Eveleen  Myers. 
With  4  Portraits.     8vo.,  gs.  net. 

Contents. — Fragments  of  Inner  Life, — Parentage 
and  Education — Hellenism— Christianity — Agnosticism 
— The  Final  Faith— Conclusion.  Obituary  Notices. — 
Edmund  Gurney — Professor  Adams— Robert  Louis 
Stevenson— Lord  Leighton — The  Right  Hon.  W.  E. 
Gladstone— John  Ruskin— Henry  Sidgwick— G.  F. 
Watts,  R.A.     Poems. 

Parker  and  Unwin. — The  Art  of 

Building  a  Home  :  a  Collection  of 
Lectures  and  Illustrations.  By  Barry 
Parker  and  Raymond  Unwin.  With  68 
Full-page  Plates.     8vo.,  105.  6d.  net. 

Rossetti. — A  Shadow  of  Dante  : 
being  an  Essay  towards  studying  Himself, 
his  World  and  his  Pilgrimage.  By  Maria 
Francesca  Rossetti.     Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d. 

Russell.- — The  First  Conditions  of 
Human  Prosperity.  By  the  Hon.  R. 
Russell.      Crown  8vo.,  25.  6d.  net. 

Seria    Ludo.       By    a    Dilettante. 

Post  4to. ,  5s.  net. 

*#*  Sketches  and   Verses,  mainly  reprinted 
from  the  St.  James's  Gazette. 

Shad  well.  —  Drink  :  Temperance 
and  Legislation.  By  Arthur  Shadwell, 
M.A.,  M.D.     Crown  8vo.,  55.  net. 

Sherston. —  Tactics  Applied  to 
Schemes,  with  Numerous  Solutions  to 
Tactical  Schemes,  and  14  Maps.  By  Major 
J.  Sherston,  D.S.O.,  the  Rifle  Brigade, 
late  D.A.A.G.  for  Instruction,  and  Major  L. 
J.  Shadwell,  Lancashire  Fusiliers,  late 
D.A.A.G.    for    Instruction.     8vo. 

Soulsby  (L.  H.  M.). 

Stray  Thoughts  on  Reading. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  net. ;  limp 
leather,   gilt  edges,  35.   6d.  net. 

Stray  Thoughts  for  Girls.    Fcap. 
8vo.,  cloth,  25.  6d.  net ;  limp  leather,  gilt 
edges,  35.  6d.  net. 
%*  Copies  of  the  Original  Edition  can  still 
be  had.     i6mo.,  is.  6d.  net. 
10,000/1/05  — a.  u.  P. 


Soulsby  (Lucy  H.  M.) — continued. 
Stra  y  Thoughts  for  Mothers  and- 
Teachers.     Fcp.  8vo.,  cloth,  25.  bd.  net ; 
limp  leather,  gilt  edges,  35.  6d.  net. 

Stray  Thoughts  on  Character. 

Fcp.  8vo.,  cloth,  25.  6d.  net ;  limp  leather, 

gilt  edges,  35.  6d.  net. 
Stray    Thoughts    for    Invalids. 

i6mo.,  25.  net. 

Southey. — The  Correspondence  oi 
RobertSouthey  with  Caroline  Bowles* 
Edited  by  Edward  Dowden.     8vo.,  145. 

Stevens. — On  the  Stowage  of  Ships 

and  their  Cargoes.  With  Information  re- 
garding Freights,  Charter-Parties,  etc.  Bj 
Robert  White  Stevens.     8vo.,  215. 

Thuillier. — The  Principles  of  Zand 
Defence,  and  their  Application  to  the 
Conditions  of  To-day.  By  Captain  H. 
F.  Thuillier,  R.E.  With  Maps  and  Plans. 
8vo.,  125.  6d.  net. 

Turner  and  Sutherland. — The  De- 
velopment of  Australian  Literature. 
By  Henry  Gyles  Turner  and  Alexander 
Sutherland.  With  Portraits  and  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  8vo.,  55. 

THE  WAMPUM  LIBRARY  OF  AMERICAN 
LITERATURE. 

Edited  by  Brander  Matthews,  Litt.D. 
(Yale),  Professor  in  Columbia  University. 

American  Short  Stories.  Selected 
and  Edited,  with  an  Introductory  Essay  on 
the  Short  Story,  by  Charles  Sears  Bald- 
win, A.M.,  Ph.D.     Crown  8vo.   65.  net. 

American  Literary  Criticism^ 
Selected  and  Edited,  with  an  Introductory 
Essay,  by  William  Morton  Payne,  LL.D., 
Crown  8vo.,  65.  net. 

American  Familiar  Verse.  Vers 
de  Societe.  Edited,  with  an  Introduction 
by  Brander  Matthews,  Litt.D.  Crown 
8vo,  65.  net. 


Ward.  —  Problems   and    Persons. 

By  Wilfrid  Ward.      8vo.,  145.  net. 

Contents. — The  Time-Spirit  of  the  Nineteenth 
Century — The  Rigidity  of  Rome — Unchanging  Dogma 
and  Changeful  Man — Balfour's  '  The  Foundations  of 
Belief — Candour  in  Biography — Tennyson — Thomas 
Henry  Huxley — Two  Mottoes  of  Cardinal  Newman — 
Newman  and  Renan — Some  Aspects  of  the  Life-work 
of  Cardinal  Wiseman — The  Life  of  Mrs.  Augustus 
Craven. 

Weathers. — A  Practical  Guide  to 
Garden  Plants.  By  John  Weathers, 
F.R.H.S.  With  159  Diagrams.  8vo.,  21s. 
net. 
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